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Guaranteed to Take 3 Inches or Mere Offi 
- Your Appearance Instantly...or Your Money Refunded 
SEEING IS BELIEVING! tere’s nothing like trying it yoursell, 


Remember, we've sold over « MILLION DOLLARS worth of FRENCH FORM GIRDLES. 
Now you, too, can say “Good Bye*’ to your Girdle Problems . . . with 
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with the {7 ind’? Adjuster Waist- nd 
No other GIRDLE. . . at this amazing low price... double-wraparound band automatically adjusts to 
has ever achieved such instant results with every vour figure. Simply —— it around your waistline 
type of figure. The double-diagonal ELASTIC P ULL and hook-close it at back and vou ll marvel at the 
corrects vour whole silhouette, makes you look New French Look it gives you. 


taller, slimmer immediately . . . and feel younger, Inches DISAPPEAR from WAIST, HIPS and 
again. FRENCH FORM’s exclusively designed THIGHS... with EASE AND COMFORT . .. stand- 


ing, sitting, bending or stretching. What's more, 





















NOW ONI FRENCH FORM is guaranteed to keep its shape and 
its stretch because it is made of first quality two-way 
sy, On stretch rayon elastic, with 100% pure natural rub- 
y ber. Will never ROLL or CURL at top. Its rich 
5 SATIN panel is a beauty to behold! And it’s all so 
light in weight and washes like a dream. 
Ragvier Girdle or Ponty BOTH STYLES IN ALL SIZES 


Girdle with removable <1 (25.26), Medium (27-28), Large (29-30), Extra: 
snap-button crotch and large (31-32). Also: "Plus" Sizes for the fuller figure: 
garters. In Nude, White XX (33-35), XXX (36-38), XXXX (39-40), XXXXX (41-43), 


and Blue 


Corset Expert for 30 years says: 


I have been fitting corsets on women for thirty years, in the heart 
of New York’s busiest shopping center . . . right in my own corset 
shop. I can truthfully say that I have never seen a girdle . . . at 
such an amazingly low price . . . that fits so beautifully and 
adjusts so quickly to almost every type... whether you take a 
small size or wear a 5x size 44, Visit me when in New York or 


mail me your order. You'll be happier 
when you wear FRENCH FORM. unde 


Visit us when in New York. 
Mail 


For Your 4 : can aor coupon today 
All orders promptly filled. 


Figure’s F Gessaseed by © 
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TRY 

FRENCH 
FORM 














ANNETTE FASHIONS, Dept. K69H 
45 East 17th St., New York. 

Please rush FRENCH FORM on approval. If nct delighted, | may retumit 
within ten (10) days for refund of purchase price. 
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: sone COD. Fh WEF B os0ssisiveccees plus postage. 
rt se Check — Regular Girdle Panty Girdle with removable crotch 
® CORRECT SIZE please..... SEND ME..... EXTRA CROTCHES @ 49c e@ 
4 og ee 2nd Color Choice. ...-+++-e000*"" 
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Style No. 724 
9-17 AK 
10-20 


2021s 11.98 


? é ’ StyLe No. 725 — Double feature! 

93 ' ‘ Skylark’s summer sophisticate goes 

to dinner with its bolero . . . on to 

the dance as a short formal. And 

coin dots add drama to the body- 

beautifying sheath. Black, grey, 
pink.Finest Rayon Taffeta 


StyLe No. 717—Lead a double life 
in our great, wide wonderful whirl 
of polka dots with a shrug bolero 
that buttons on to stay in place. ~ 


Fay 
~ 
Wee-waisted and washable Pique in °° 
flag-bright navy and white, red and Skylark Originals 
e 


white combinations. 
5 Union Square—New York 3, N. Y. 
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. L enciése price of gar- 
at StvLe No. 723—Three costumes in © Tint ples 20700 cover postage end handling. * 
one! Wear the bolero with its D C.O.D. ORDER. | will pey posman % 
' striped side showing, turn it inside price of garment plus pomage and C.O.D.charpes. 4 
— a — look I may return garment im 10 days if not satished. . 
; for date dress-up! Stunning and so 8 
es . practical in rayon faille. Black or Hy 
Os navy with white stripes. & 
P 
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StyLe No. 724—A luxurious cape 
stole, drawn through the sparkling 
crescent pin, adds dash to the sleek, 
simple and slimming lines of this STATE 
Butcher Linen sheath. Navy, brown, pert. 
beige, powder blue, pink. 71-08 
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Sizes: 
9, 11, 13, 15, 17 
12, 14, 16, 18, 20 






















BUTTONS 

give this 
smart 
@ suit a new 
Fashion angie. 
Note by-play 
of buttons 
S in brief 
jacket and 
plumb down 
one side 
of skirt 
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Rayon 
Suiting in: 
Black, 
Navy, 

Brown. 






~ pept. 130-82 
599 Broadway, New Yerk 12, N. Y. 
On prepaid orders add 20c for postage and handling. You 


save C.0.D. charges. if C.0.0. you pay price plus postage 
and C.0.D. charges. : 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


ee CI 5, io cisin oe es ip Ramet ee eeesdes sid kee os coal Ij 
Ron wasn’t the marrying kind. He wanted to go through life, having fun and shirking 
responsibility. But Eve was a girl who played the love game for keeps. 


They were three unhappily married couples who thought it would be sophisticated to 
switch mates. But they found out they weren’t so sophisticated after all. 


I 
After a glamorous ex-showgirl snatched Marcia’s handsome doctor sweetheart away, 
larcia won him back. But in her joy, she acted with her heart not her head. 


sss sins aad od See eee ome ye oe so sae 
Lane wanted to escape the ugly squalor of her slum neighborhood. Marrying a gambler 
turned out to be jumping from the frying pan into the fire. 


Ola was so intent on doing the “‘right thing”’ that she blinded herself to love. After she 
had ruined her own happiness, she tried to wreck her sister’s life. 


I 0 3 0’ 5 sas svk Gina aiken le Me nln 16 head Lede Sa 
The one mistake Marilyn made caused her to become a cold and unresponsive wife. 
When her husband walked out on her, she had to change—or else. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


es ee Ce COs... ..,... 00.06 ce dea ed eS Kes oe WW 
John was elderly and expected his pretty, young wife to abandon her love for excitement 
and fun. She started stepping out and that changed things. 


Ry Ge eee... . «a. 5 ens cn avewsces By Mrs. Larry Steele |i 
Attractive ex-chorine wife of successful “Smart Affairs” producer Larry Steele reveals 
how she gave up her own career to become his partner on and off stage. 


ree rs Ge ar Bile... . oo ins de cewbncenvcvn By Sonny Til 


The amazingly popular leader of the Orioles singing group analyzes frankly the 
reason why girls leave home to follow him,on the road es swoon when he sings. 


HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 
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Cover by Phil Stern 
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itter al 

3, 1879. Entire contents copyright, 1952, by Johnson Publishing Co., Inc. Reproduction in whole or part Th 
ips tu itted be d if: pes and return 

ae no responsibility for return of unsolicited manuscripts, Names of persons or business firms 











assumes 
not actual and all names of le ACR Te yh co! . Photos are of models who are not actusll 
involved in any of the stories. SUBSCRIPTIONS: ear (12 Tf . 2 years (24 issues) $5. Canada and Pan-Amerke 
countries $4 a year. Other foreign countries $5 = year. Single Soptes AS" cents. Cannas 
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Letters To 
The Editor 


LIVING WITHOUT A HUSBAND 


I’m a constant reader of your wonderful Tan 
magazine. I find it very interesting to read. 
The article I enjoyed best in the May issue is 
“How To Live Without A Husband” by Mrs. 

sock. 

Although I’m a teen-ager I can readily say 
Mrs. Prysock is using good common sense 
toward and about his profession. I had the 
privilege of seeing Mr. Prysock while he was 
touring with Buddy Johnson and I’d like to 
add I’m strictly a fan of his. 

There’s only one thing I'll have to disagree 
with Mrs. Prysock on. Tell me, are you trying 
to convince the public that your husband is a 
great lover to you, if I may use that expres- 
sion? But I will say since you’ve only been 
together 144 years out of the six years of mar- 
riage, why are you hoping that things won’t 
go any further than the stare stage. - Since you 


| 
| 
| 


know you're his and he’s yours? After all, the | 


females can’t get any further with him than he 
permits, no matter how hard they try. 


Aliquippa, Pa. 


I’ve occupied many a lonely hour with TAN 
ConFESSIONS trying to chase the blues away. 
Your May issue cover caught my eye “How 
To Live Without A Husband.” I bought it 
immediately and read it through. But it was 
not what I had hoped for. I don’t mean it 
wasn’t a good article or anything like that, be- 
cause it was. It just didn’t help me solve my 
problem. 

Mrs. Prysock is happy without a husband 
but I am not. 
hoped that the article would present some sim- 
ilar problems to mine and offer some likely 
solutions. 


I am a divorcee of 33 and had | 


I know you don’t run a lovelorn column but | 


| wish you’d print my letter with the hope that 

there might be some lonely males, too. 
about it? 

Christy Smith 

Tallahassee, Florida 


How | 


I am 22, a constant reader of TAN ConrFEs- | 


sions, and | think it is wonderful, especially 
“How To Live Without A Husband.” 

The story and I have much in common. To 
Mrs. Prysock—keep up the good work. True 
love is heavenly. 


Mrs. E. L. Daniels | 


San Diego, California 


MISSES LOVE POEMS 


I’m married and 23, and find many of your 
stories helpful in solving marriage problems. 
What happened to the “Poems of Devotion?” 


Mrs. Albert Taylor | 


Harrodsburg, Ky. 


FOUND STORIES SIMILAR 


There were three stories in the June issue 
that I just have to write about. They are “Love 
In The Choir Loft,” “Hungry for Kisses” and 
“Passion Was My Downfall.” 





The three are so much like my own life | 


story that I had to marvel. Yes, put them to- 
gether and it’s as if I were telling my life his- 
tory. Like Carrie Sue and Judy, | inherited a 
telative’s reputation. I was kept on probation 
all of my life. It was a stepmother instead of 


an Aunt Minnie who made my life miserable | 
and kept pointing the finger of scorn. I longed | 


for excitement and thrills of the young. When 


| married at the ripe old age of 21, like Lor- | 


“MISS BROADWAY” HAS EVERYTHING 








LATEST STYLE FASHION BE-BOPS * 


FREE CUFT... 10 Day 77/1... Buy Now! 


Ladies’ rimless. Gorgeous 24K gold plated frame. 
Sizes—Smoll, Medium or Large. 


Ear Piece colors Lens Glass colors 
Black Clear 
Brown Blue 
Bive Peor! 
Pink Pearl 














Green 
New ROSE TINTED 






Lotest fashion 
men's glasses 
make you more 
handsome, more 
attractive to the 
girls. Ladies ... 
Buy these Hollywood style glasses for all your 
friends . . . they'll love you for it. Brown Shell or 


oe $395 


Same style as above in Deluxe Genvine Shell 
frame and gold filled wire. Smoll, Med. or Large. 


Style No. 822.....-.eesccecececcescens $995 















Fer that intellectual leek. Rimway style, 14 carat 
heavy geld picted tep and sides. Clear, Green or 
Bive lens. 


Same style as above in NEW ROSE TINTED lens. 
Style Ne. SO3R $495 


























GENUINE HARLEQUIN BE-BOPS 





*Reg. U.S. Pat. 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


Genvine Optical Zyi. Light or Dark Tortoise Shell, 
Block frames. 


Bive Pearl, Pink Peorl or Smell, 
Se inl $475 


SEND NO MONEY—PAY POSTMAN 


205 F MARKET STREET 
NEWARK, N. J. 











Compliments 


come in every jar of 


bleaching cream 


e Lightens skin fast 
e Lessens shine 


e Results guaranteed from just one jar 


See for yourself what millions have 
already proven about the wonderful 
bleaching and clearing action of 
NapINoLa Cream. See how it gives 
your skin that creamier, brighter, 
clearer appearance that makes men 
look at you with new interest and 
women say, “‘how lucky she is to have 


such Jovely skin!”’ 


Use NabDINOLA to lighten your com- 
plexion, to loosen blackheads, to make 
your skin feel softer and smoother, 
look clearer and lovelier. There are 2 
kinds of NADINOLA—one specially for 
oily skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
give you the same remarkable bleach- 
ing and clearing action, both fully guar- 
anteed. Get NADINOLA 60¢ to $1.25. 


FOR OILY SKIN 


New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream contains no 
oil, no grease. Lightens 

skin and lessens shine at the 
same time. 75¢ and $1.25. 


FOR DRY SKIN 
The original, ever- 
famous Nadinola _ 
Bleaching Cream is 


enriched with 


fine 


cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 60¢ and $1. 





Superb Satin Velour & Meta 
Show Rich New Cards never be- 


ffered. Amazing Val 


-TE Tree Ornaments, Per- ae 
Several $1.00 BoxesON TEP KOV KS te 
PURO GREETINGS, 2801 Locust, Dept. 2125, St. Lowis 3, Me. 



















Baking is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic s; me home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Klet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial Baking.” 

NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 323C, Chicago 14, i. 





ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches a 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 

Same price for full length or bust ¢ 

form, groups, landscapes, pet, ani- 






° argements of any 
part of a group picture. Original is 
returned with yoor enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 ter$]5° 


Just mai! photo, soerere oF snap- 
shot (any size) and receive your enlargement 
guaranteed faceless. on bexutifal double-weight 5 5 j 
portrait qu: japer. Pay postman 67c plus Exa. 2 
postage—or send 69c with order and we pay post- 

age. Take advantage of this amazing offer. Zend your photos today. 





Professional Art Studies, 534S. Main, Dept. 52-1, Princeton, lllinots 
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New, Easy Way To Get Your \ 


HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA! 


_ 
Your chances of getting ahead are so much bet- / a 
ter with a high school diploma! Now you can 
finish high school at home, without interfering 
with your job. Simplified Wayne training offers 
your choice of the approved subjects you need. 
Diploma awarded. Act now. Send for FREE 
catalog today! 


WAYNE SCHOOL “vvom« 


2527 Sheffield Avenue, Chicago 14, Illinois 











Letter. Ss Continued 


raine, my husband was cold and thought more 
of getting ahead than love life, which left me 
hungry for kisses! 

So you see why those stories intrigue me— 
they are me! 

Tan is a wonderful book and I love every 
article from “Letters” to the very last page. 
I’ve learned to cook a decent meal from the 
recipes by Mrs. DeKnight, too. 

Mrs. Georgia Hamilton 
New Orleans, La. 


TRAGIC SEARCH FOR LOVE 


I am a reader of your TAN magazine, thrilled 
by every story published. But never tempted 
into writing you about them until I read the 


story of “My Tragic Search for Love” by . 


Bobby Lucas. 

It is wonderful to know that you are not on 
an island alone. You see, I too feel that I am 
indebted to my mother. How can I make her 
happy without cutting my share of life out 
completely. The search is tragic, so tragic that 
I need to be rescued. 

But may God bless Bobby and help him find 
his mate, also to be successful. 

Miss A. M. Gadsden 
Mt. Vernon, New York 


I read “My Tragic Search for Love” by 
Bobby Lucas and my only comment is, “He 
doesn’t want a woman; he wants a miracle.” 
I hope he finds her but I doubt it seriously. 

Miss Shirley Jones 
New Orleans, La. 


TAN IS GI MORALE BUILDER 


We are constant readers of Tan Conres- 
SIONS and we enjoy it very, very much. We 
are writing this in reference to Cpl. Merri- 
weather of Camp Gordon, Ga. We live in Keys- 
ville but spend most of our time in Augusta. 

We think Cpl. Merriweather was very wrong 
in saying the girls of Augusta do not like to 
talk with Gl’s. We are sorry, Cpl. Merri- 
weather, that you have such an idea about the 
girls of Augusta. Cheer up, Cpl., we do not 
think you soldiers are too disgraceful to be 
human. To the rest of the GI’s who feel as 
Cpl. Merriweather does: We girls say that you 
all are heroes because you are doing a noble 


deed. 
Mamie Walker 
Bessye Walker 
Keysville, Ga. 


We are constant readers of Tan Conres- 
sions and have enjoyed every moment of it. 
We really do think all stories are true and 
very much interesting. We get a copy of your 
magazine every month at our Airmen Service 
Club. Your magazine has created great sensa- 
tion around our squadron. 

We wish to congratulate you and your staff 
for the moral support and fine appearance of 
Tan Conressions. We say keep up the good 
work. We need you. 

John M. Kelley 


Fort Worth, Texas 


From the GI’s in Korea just a few lines ex- 
pressing how much we have enjoyed reading 
your issues of TAN ConFEssiONs almost every 
month. Over here it is rough and tough, cold 
and raining. But when we get one of your 
copies every one seems to warm up, for the 
books are really terrific, for the Negro race. 

Please keep up the good work. 

Cpl. Wesley Sanders 
Korea 


WANTS RELIGIOUS FEATURE 


With all due respect to the effort you are 
putting forth to bring the enjoyment of good 
clean reading to the public, I must say I ad- 
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mire the spirit in which you deal with race 
subjects. 

I can find no room to criticize but I would 
like to submit this idea. You will find it help- 


ful, as I believe no work is a success without | 


God. I am studying for the ministry and | 
find your publication helpful in the study of 
human nature as a whole. I think it would be 
nice if you would devote one page to religion 
without a denominational attitude such as 
short sermons or themes from different min- 


isters. 
E. J. Pollard 
Fayetteville, W. Va. 


WANTS COVER GIRLS NAMED 


I am 20 years old. and a member of the 
United States Navy. I am a great reader of 
Tan CONFESSIONS magazine. I have many 
friends here in Puerto Rico that agree with me 
that TAN CONFESSIONS is a very entertaining 
and most educational magazine. 

We also wish to congratulate you on your 
April cover girl and boy. We have only one 
fault. Their names are not given. We truly 
hope that you will give us the pleasure of see- 
ing this same young lady on another Tan Con- 


FESSIONS very soon. 
Weldon G. Houston 
Puerto Rico 


FEELS WE’RE COLOR- 
CONSCIOUS 


We have just read the May issue of TAN 
Conressions. In reading “Letters to the Edi- 
tor,” we were much impressed by the statement 
made by a New York girl, “white boys are no 
different from colored ones.” We enjoyed read- 
ing your magazine but we also feel you make 
too much distinction between races. Just be- 
cause some white people look down on Negroes 


is no sign you yourselves have to. We are white. | 


W. C. and A. G. 


Pahokee, Florida | 


HITS SECOND MARRIAGES 


There was an article several months ago on | 


would you marry your first husband twice. | 


would like to comment on that now because | 


second marriage to the same person isn’t usu- 
ally honorable especially under grounds that 
she divorced him. 

As for me I’ve never seen any man or child 
that did wrong and wasn’t really hurt by doing 
it, that didn’t try the same again. Second mar- 
riage is the same old soup warmed over. It 


just hasn’t got what it takes to be any good. | 


Mrs. Maxine Knox 


Brooklyn, New York 


GOING STEADY NOT FOR HER 


I am 18 and a regular reader of your won- 


derful magazine. I enjoy every story from the | 


beginning to the end. 

I also have been convinced from the high 
points on “Teen Talk” that going steady at a 
younger age isn’t necessary. 

Dorothy M. Andrews 
Birmingham, Alabama 


PRAISES MAG’S VARIETY 


I have read each issue of Tan CoNnFEsSIONS 
which I really enjoyed very much. Only I am 
a fast reader. 

I, too, love to read of different people with 





similar background, and the ways in which 
they carried out their responsibility. Everyone, 
I believe, should learn as much as possible con- 
cerning the lives of different human beings and | 
their livelihood. The stories are very useful | 
and successful. 
Kathryn Walls 
Brooklyn, New York 


“‘Round-the-dock 
protection against 
“Tell-Tale Mouth’ 
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IPANA KEEPS BREATH and TEETH CLEANER... 
REDUCES TOOTH DECAY / 


Yes, using Ipana regularly after 
eating removes major CAUSES of 
mouth odor—keeps breath and 
teeth cleaner all day and evening. 


This gives you really wonderful 
‘round-the-clock protection against 
“Tell-Tale Mouth.” 

And it reduces tooth decay one of 
the best ways known. 





Products of Bristol-Myers 


Ipana contains all the ingredients 
necessary for effective mouth hygiene, 
including two scientifically formu- 
lated purifying ingredients. 


Try it. Check the clean, keen-tasting 
freshness Ipana gives your whole 
mouth. Get this tooth paste that is 
proved in use by millions. 
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NEW Figure Mold 
-WAIST 
ae 


17 SECTIONAL 
FEATURES STREAM- 
LINE WAISTLINE 


HIDE 
BULGES 
































\ 
HIDE-A-WAIST 
BACK VIEW 






Say “‘goodbye” N 
to that unbecom- 
ing tummy buige 
and clumsy waist- 
line. instead EN- 
JOY what your fig- 

ure needs most — 
HIDE -A-WAIST. 
Presto-chango, like 
magic, you have 
graceful, alluring 
curves. Unwanted 
bulges are evenly and 
comfortably banished. 
17 sectional features 
mold the most flatter- 
ing curves. Keep you 
smoothly shapely no 
matter what position... 
sit, bend, stand, walk 
and dance with com- 
fortable, even grace. 


ADJUSTABLE TO 
TAILOR-MADE FIT 


The 17 sections auto- 
matically shape your 
figure to new loveli- 
ness. You get needed 
control with unbeliev- 
able comfort. The spe- 
cially designed con- 
cave effect is the 
secret of glamorous 
women who want to 
look thin and stylish 
no matter what their 
size. These wonder- 
ful features permit 
HIDE-A-WAIST to 
adapt itself to your 
own diaphragm and 
tummy. You've never enjoyed 

so much freedom, comfort and style in anything 
you've worn. The 4 extra-length detachable and 
adjustable garters completes HIDE-A-WAIST. 


See DAY TRIAL FREE! 


Order today. Wear it 10 days FREE. If not de- 
lighted, return for refund. Sizes 24 to 34, $2.98. 
Sizes 35 and over, $3.98 (50c extra for the 4 
extra-length detachable and adjustable garters.) 










S. J. Wegman Co., 
| 336 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. 
Rush my new HIDE-A-WAIST three-in-one at once. | 
| if Lam net thrillingly satisfied | will return it after 1 
10-day FREE trial for prompt refund of full pur- 
! chase price. 
i Size .. (waist size in inches). I 
Also send............sets of extra-length detachable 
| and adjustable garters at only 50c for set of four. i 
© Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery plus 





| ye my al. The S. J. Wegman Co. will 
pay postage. 
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TEEN 
TALK 


















By Jane Walters 


66 FJ ELLO.” 
“Hollo.” 

“Who's calling?” 

“Me.” 

“Who’s me?” 

“Don’t ya know?” 

“Naw. Whozit?” 

“Guess.” 

“Clara?” 

“Ne” 

“Ruthie?” 

“No.” 

“Oh, I know. Lena Horne!” 

“Yeah, kid. Howja guess it?” 

“You crazy creep, Jessie! I knew 
’twas you all the time.” 

That, dear reader—if you are still 
with me—is a typical beginning to an 
average teen-age telephone conversation 
—five minutes of absolutely nothing in- 
terspersed with suppressed giggles and 
impish silences. For that the Bell Tele- 
phone system puts up its wires and with 
such as that mamma and papa put up 
with—to leave preposition where it 
shouldn’t be. 

Sometimes it goes on for hours, this 
chit-chat, yak yak business. Dream boat 
sessions, study periods and platter re- 
citals all come over the family phone 
which is usually an overburdened party 
line. 

True, telephones are made to talk 
through and being a minor doesn’t 
make your conversations, even those ri- 
diculous ones, less important to your 
young life. The quarrel adults (leave 
Aunt Jane out of this one) have with 
you phone drones is not that you use, 
but the way in which you abuse the 
thing. 

If you live in a town where calls are 
not counted or timed and you are talk- 
ing over a private line to a friend who 
is talking over a private line and no 
other member of either party’s family 
is home or likely to call home no matter 
where they are, then, cutie pie, kick off 
your loafers, roll over on your tummy 


and yak until your palate curls. No- 
body cares. 

Such an idyllic situation, however, is 
rare. For most of us a telephone is a 
communal property which must be 
shared by and spared for others. Even 
that hard-earned nickel (or dime) that 
you drop in the slot of a drugstore 
phone doesn’t entitle you to a lease on 
the booth. It is also murder to the fel- 
low on the other end when four or five 
of your pals squeeze inside the booth 
with you, all giggling and gabbing at 
once. 

The words, Public Phone, mean just 
that and even if you flunked grammar, 
mother wit will tell you that “public” is 
a plural word. 

Unless you grew up in the backwoods 
country, (and there is nothing wrong 
with that) you have been using a tele- 
phone ever since Mother and Dad 
thought it was cute to hear you lisp, 
“Who is it?” while you were still cut- 
ting your baby teeth. But with the 
years, comes a new meaning to makiug 
and taking calls. Your popularity rating 
is often measured by the number of 
phone calls you receive. The son or 
daughter who receives the most phone 
messages is usually the one with the 
most dates. And although Dad may 
grumble a lot when he finds himself talk- 
ing with Freddy instead of the client 
who promised to call back, he is secret- 
ly proud that his little angel has so many 
friends. 

Which is all the more reason why you 
guys and dolls, especially you sought 
after souls, should be careful not to 
monopolize the phone. Don’t tie it up. 
Make your calls as brief as possible. 
Avoid rush-hour conversations by mak- 
ing those long-drawn-out affairs before 
Dad gets home at night and _ after 
Mother has done her morning ordering. 
If you must make a flock of contacts tv 
get the enter- (Continued on Page 60) 





S 





No- 


Pr, is 
is a 


Even 
that 
store 
e on 
> fel- 
- five 
ooth 
g at 


just 
mar, 

bh ed 
e” is 


oods 
rong 
tele- 
Dad 
lisp, 
cul- 

the 
king 
ting 
- of 
| or 
one 

the 
may 
alk- 
ient 
rel- 
any 


fter 











By Dan Burley 


ROM ALMOST absolute record ob- 

scurity 21-year-old Bette McLaurin 
has sprung into the charmed circle with 
her Derby recording of the Benny Ben- 
jamin-George Weiss tune: | May Hate 
Myself in the Morning. For a number 
of reasons which I won’t attempt to enu- 
merate here, Negro singers and bands 
seldom crash this circle, even though 
they often make superior recordings of 
popular songs. Some observers attribute 
it to music row “politics,’ others to a 
“gentleman’s agreement.” Whatever it 
is, a scant handful of Negro singers have 
made the grade. 

On the other hand, there is a definite 
category into which most Negro musi- 
cians and singers are dropped and in this 
Jim Crow setup, they are permitted to 
have their own “Hit Parades” and “Top 
Tens.” In this field are to be found the 
blues and jump tunes and all others per- 
formed by those not white. Only a few 
on the better labels escape. They include 
Nate Cole, Billy Eckstine, the Billy Wil- 
liams Quartet, Ella Fitzgerald, the Ink 
Spots, Louis Armstrong, Duke Ellington, 
Billy Daniels, Herb Jeffries and a few 
others. 

That is why it is important that Bette 
McLaurin on sheer ability, coupled also 
with the indulgence of some of the more 
honest white disc jockeys, is given rec- 
ognition so richly deserved. The way she 
sings | May Hate Myself is convincing, 
unaffected and makes for top chirping 
in any league. (Continued on Page 64) 
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1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
permits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
yet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 
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Rae sneered: “Why don’t you admit yofre =™ 
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og Mao WHAT A wonderful party,” 
Rae told me. Her pretty young 
face was lit with pleasure. Her eyes 
were shining. We were alone now in 
our snug apartment. The empty cock- 
tail glasses, the swirl of smoke lingering 
| over the living room and the woebegone 
condition of the bridge table, a few 
| hours ago loaded with a tasty collation, 
all attested to the fact that the party 
had been a success. 

I moved over to Rae and took her into 
my arms. Our lips came together and 
| the sweet intoxication of her stirred me 
| as deeply as it had the first time we'd 
' “I’m glad you liked it, darling,” | 

told her. “All I want is to see you happy. 
How about us doing the dishes now and 
getting this place looking a little like it- 
self?” 

Rae’s refusal was firm. 

“You're not doing any dishes, sweets,” 
she told me. “I can take care of them 
in a few minutes. Suppose you just 
| make yourself a nightcap and go to bed. 
| I'll be through quicker than you can say 
Minnie Minoso. Remember, you have 
| time to make in the morning. I know 
you re tired.” 

“Okay, lover,” I told her gratefully. 
I mixed myself a scotch and water, went 
‘into our bedroom, peeled off my suit 
coat and slipped on my smoking jacket. 
| I sat down in an armchair next to the 
bed. I wasn’t in the mood to sleep at 
the moment even though, as Rae had 
| pointed out, I was tired. But it was 

pleasant tiredness, not a fatiguing ex- 
haustion. Confident in the happiness of 
the moment and the restful atmosphere 
of this room which so reflected Rae’s 
good taste and ingenuity, I allowed my 
mind to wander back to the less happy 
days, not so long ago, when there had 
been anything but peace in our home; 
the days when Rae’s mentioning my 
being tired would have set off an explo- 
sive argument. 
It seemed almost incredible that such 
'a short while back my own wife and 
I had been enemies, almost literally at 
each other’s throats, ready to call it quits 
and break up a marriage which had be- 
| come almost impossible for us both. 
We had almost reached the bitter cli- 
max the night we quarrelled about the 
‘Ravens Club Dance. How clearly I re- 
called every angry moment of that day 
and evening. I’d been eating my lunch 
that afternoon (Continued on Page 74) 








Don’t Be 


HALF-SAFE 


Beneath your arms are 


DANGEROUS CURVES 
Safe only when dry! 





New Cream Deodorant Proved 
53% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 





Read these facts that doctors know! 
Learn how this new Cream Deodorant, | protects twice 


as long! Vi 

Used daily, does MORE for you At : 

If you want to be sure that your person and your peas. N. job 

clothes are safe from underarm perspiration stains I ~ ™ a a 

and odor, read these facts that doctors know. To pensive clothes. 

be effective, your deodorant ast keep underarms I've got to be sure 
dry and odorless and save your clothes from my underarm deodorant not only 
é : me from embarrassing odor, 
stains. Tests prove that Arrid Cream Deodorant, ut keeps my underarms dry, too. 


used daily, protects you these 5 ways: From experience, I've found 

1. Prevents the appearance of underarm ane pea ae Cone It’ keeps me 
perspiration, keeps underarms dry by super-effec- 
tive anti-perspirant action. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration instantly, 
surely on contact. Keeps underarms sweet. Has 
antiseptic action, prevents odor-forming bacteria. 
3. Gives 53% more security! 114 times as 
effective as any other leading deodorant tested; ' id 1 
2% times as effective as chlorophyll. Safe for finest 
4. Safe for clothes. Does not rot dresses or #04 fabrics. 

men’s shirts. 

5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing cream. 
Preferred by 117,000 nurses. Arrid contains 
Creamogen, won't dry out in jar. 

No wonder men and women by the millions 
are turning to new creamy Arrid. Use it daily— 
proved more effective. Don’t be half-safe! Never 
worry again about perspiration stains or under- 
arm odor. Use Arrid to be sure. Only 43¢ for the 
big 2 month jar. 


Miore men and women ig 
use ARRID than any other deodorant! 


So smooth, so creamy, so easy to apply 
DON’T BE HALF-SAFE. USE ARRID—TO BE SURE! 
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ie MONTH of August, in terms of 
star lore, is the exalted time of the 
year when romance, pleasure and enter- 
tainment are closely linked together. All 
of nature is at its zenith, reaching up- 
wards toward the sun. Romance, love 
and affection ripen during this time. Boy 
is attracted to, and meets girl, leading to 
friendship and engagements followed by 
marriage. 

To improve upon things, this is Leap 
Year, when it is no longer the male’s ex- 
clusive prerogative to propose. A young 
lady does not have to wait meekly for a 
proposal, because she, of her own right 

-and with majestic dignity—can ex- 
press her own feelings and desires. 

This being a vacation month, it is 
most timely for making new acquaint- 
ances at social gatherings, on trips and 
visits, because romance is likely to de- 
velop at this time into that life-long rela- 
tionship of marriage. 

The best days of the month for mak- 
ing new contacts, proposals of marriage, 
and for the marriage ceremony itself 
are: August 1, 2, 7, 14 and 30. Days to 
be avoided in this respect are: August 
6, 9, 12, and 20. 

The high tide for romance is the full 
moon of August 5 and 6 when the 
thoughts and feelings of men and women 
are most attuned to love. 

The friendship, marriage and love in- 
fluence of the planet Venus are to be felt 
strongly from August 2 to 9, and benefit 
those whose birthdays fall under the 
Zodiacal signs Aries, Gemini, Leo, Libra 
and Sagittarius. This same group, at the 
same time, receives the friendly rays of 
the Sun and planet Mercury. 

From the (Continued on Page 76) 
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“T want to thank you for your won- 
derful Black and White Ointment. 
My young daughter’s hands broke 
out with what the Doctor called 
Eczema. It tormented her some- 


thing awful. I put on Black and 
White Ointment and in a short 
time she got wonderful relief from’ 
the misery. I'll recommend Black 
and White Ointment to all my 
friends.” 

Mrs. Irene Teylor, 


724 South 18th St., 
Philadelphia 46, Pa. 


OVER 5! MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 


If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c. 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 4x> WHITE 
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For This Lovely 
¥ $9.98 DRESS? 


Yes, it’s hard to believe, but 
every word is true! Thousands 
of other women all over Amer- 
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EXTRA MONEY TOO! The Plan is Free! 


Mail this coupon and see for yourself why you'll bless 
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the door to clothes for yourcelt. and your children 
without paying one penny—but you may also earn as 
much as $2.00 an r for your spare time. Send no 
money. Just paste this coupon on 2c postcard, aaleael, 


HARFORD, Dept.H-117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
F uanvoro, Dept. H-117, Cincinnati 25, Onte | 
Please rush FREE PLAN a how I can get my own 


dresses without paying even O; PENNY, and make 
extra money too 
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TREASURE of information is to be 
found in the style, slant, spacing, 
pressure and connection of letters in 
your handwriting—for they are signif- 
icant keys to the character of an in- 
dividual. The science of handwriting 


analysis reveals these character traits, 
and may enable you to better understand 
yourself. 
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FIG. 8 
Very few persons have ever seriously 
studied themselves—their words, and the 
responses they evoke, their actions and 
the emotions which initiated these ac- 
tions. Yet, through this fascinating self- 
examination, a person may discover new 
and more important goals in life, new 
courses which bring closer the achieve- 
ment of these goals, undreamed-of riches 
which are to be found in creative action 

and constructive living. 





By Helen Sides 


Nothing should prevent you, or any 
person, from exercising the right to mold 
your life. Nothing should be permitted 
to bind you, nothing ought to weigh 
you down. 

One of the really vital keys to self- 
examination is knowing the answer to 
the question: “What makes me feel im- 
portant?” The urge to feel important is 
a dominant urge in every individual. In 
fact, the whole pattern of character tends 
to develop around this urge. Knowing 
and recognizing that urge in yourself 
will help you to direct your abilities 
toward their proper outlets. It will also 
tell you how to appeal to other people 
when you know what makes them feel 
important. You will know how to un- 
derstand them when you must have busi- 
ness or social contacts with them. 

Fig. 1—This writer wants to feel pop- 
ular. He is active, and demonstrative. 
He would rather be famous than wealthy. 

Fig. 2—Wants to feel that he is doing 
something worthwhile for the world, de- 
sires to be needed. His basic traits are 
humanitarianism and adaptability. He 
feels important when he knows he has 
helped someone. 

Fig. 3—Wants to inspire others. His 
basic traits are enthusiasm, idealism and 
optimism. He tries to bring out the best 
in others. 

Fig. 4—Wants to be admired for his 
intelligence. His basic traits are: keen, 
alert minded, cultured in taste, am- 
bitious. He wants to be courageous. 

Fig. 5—Wants to feel he is able to 
outwit someone. His basic traits: skill- 
fulness at anything in which he is seti- 
ously interested, foresight. He feels im- 
portant when he has done something 
which requires skill. 

Fig. 6—Wants to feel he has been 
successful in “acquiring” things. He 
relishes compliments on his possessions, 
house, family, business, clothes, or any- 
thing personal. Basic traits: acquisitive- 
ness, materialistic attitudes. 

Fig. 7—Wants to feel authoritative. 
He likes to dominate situations. Basic 
trait: a tendency to command. 

Fig. 8— (Continued on Page 63) 
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BY MRS. LARRY STEELE 


ECENTLY, I walked into one of the 
dressing rooms at a Boston night 
club and saw a tall, handsome man hold- 
ing the hand of a pretty chorine. The 
girl’s face was tilted up toward him. The 
two of them were talking in low, earnest 
tones. 

The girl was one of the “Beige 
Beauts” of the nationally-known “Smart 
Affairs” revue. 

The man was my husband—Larry 
Steele, producer of “Smart Affairs.” 

Under these circumstances, the aver- 
age woman would have been ready to 
do battle or hail a cab to take her to her 
lawyer. 

I did neither. 

I smiled at the girl and said to Larry: 
“Are you ready to go to dinner, dear?” 

There was no cause for me to worry 
at all. | knew that the intimate little tete- 
a-tete between Larry and the chorus girl 
had no significance other than in the line 
of duty. 
to question Larry or the girl. 
that he was either comforting her about 
something which may have gone wrong 


It wasn’t even necessary for me 
I knew 


during the show or sympathizing with 
her about one of her personal problems. 

Aside from the fact that I trust my 
husband implicitly, I am fully aware 
that his life is dedicated to his work and 
that one of the determining factors in 
whether or not he continues to keep the 
spotlight of success is the training and 
attention he gives to the lovely girls who 
work for him. Although these girls have 
earned the rave approval of critics from 
coast to coast, they are young, both in 
age and in show business. They need 
guidance and affection—in the purest 
sense of the word. Larry furnishes that 
for them and he does it in a clean, gen- 
tlemanly way. So I am never jealous. 
How can a woman be jealous when she 
knows that she is the only one who really 
counts in her man’s life. 

I would be less than a woman if I were 
small enough to resent the time Larry 
spends with his girls or the care he gives 
them for, modestly and yet with pride, I 
can truthfully say that I have helped to 
push him to the front ranks of show busi- 
ness. I began (Continued on Page 66) 





Ix packages of Kool-Aid make 12 
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At 5¢ a package, think of the big savings 
in soft drinks! Don’t run out; when 
you get down to 2 packages, Buy Six 
and SAVE! Six refreshing flavors. 
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Be Your Own 
MUSIC Teacher 


LEARN AT HOME THIS QUICI® MONEY-SAVING WAY 
Your lessons consist of real selections, 
not tiresome exercises. You read real notes—no “‘num 
bers"’ or trick music. Seme of our 850,000 students are 


Simple as A-B-C. 


band LEADERS Everything is in print and pictures. 


kind of music. Mail coupon for Free 
FREE 
KLET 
Washington, N. Y. 55th year BOOKLE 


First you are told what to do. Then a picture shows you 
Book and Print and Victure Sample 
Mention your favorite instrument. U.S. 
mo 

U.S. Schoo! ght Studio 6348, Port Washington, N.Y. 7 
| Please send me Booklet and Print and Picture 


how. Soon you are playing songs, hymns, and any other 
School of Music, Studio 68348, Port 

Sample. I B..¥ like to play (Name Instrument: 
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MAKES YOU LOOK THINNER 
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to ochieve thet ‘free, fresh 
look You'll look levelier than you 
ever dreamed in bare shoulder 
comfort. Hides bulges. Secret laced 
front performs miracles with the un- 
sightly problem of bosom or bulging 
diophraom. You leok inches thinner Solid comto:t 
instantly. You con adjust the loces Pertect fir 
to your own exact requirements. Say Elostic side 
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omozing control and “‘custom-mode"’ fit ond comfort. 
Hos extre quality super-corded broadcloth reinforced for 
extro weer. Long wearing, imported lace cups, net 
lined. The eight flexible ‘Figure Form’ stays guarentee 
evenness, flexibility ond conformity to your figure. 
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Look wonderful in WONDER MOLD. Order todey at 


the special price of $3.98. Weor it up to 10 doys. 
if you ore not delighted with Wonder Mold and the 
wey you look in it, simply return it for prompt refund 
of full purchese price. Size 34 to 52 . Cup sizes 
8, C, D. RUSH COUPON. 





Mail Coupon Now! 


S. 3. Wegmon Co., Dept. a-532 
836 Broodwoy, New York 3, N. Y. 
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Rush my new Strapiess Bro | 
at once. If | am not thrilled and 100% satisfied, 
| will return after 10 DAYS FREE TRIAL for 
prompt refund of full purchase price. 
BUST SIZE finches) CUP SIZE... | 
1 Send C. O. D. I'll pay postman $3.98 plus 
co few cents postage. | 
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will poy postage. Some money back guarantee | 
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DEARLY 
BELOVED 


A Forum For Your Marriage Problems 
Conducted By Frances Abegail Jackson 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

Is it wrong for a woman to continue 
seeing her husband even if she is sep- 
arated from him? My husband and | 
have been separated for some time now, 
and yet we love each other very much. 
When we were together, we could not 
get along. Even though he cared for me 
and our baby more than anything in the 
world, he just couldn’t bear not having 
his “freedom.” There was no other 
woman, oddly enough. Now that I am 
staying with my grandparents and he 
with his parents, he gives me all the 
money I need and spends every minute 
of his free time with me and the baby. 
It is just like it was when we were court- 
ing. He seems perfectly happy now, and 
has no plans for the future. I can’t stop 
seeing him because I love him so. Am 
I wrong? 

ELL. 
Dear E.L.: 

Frankly, I don’t know whether it is all 
“right” or all “wrong.” Usually people 
separate because they no longer love 
each other and intend getting a divorce. 
You say you still love your husband, and 
that he has no plans for the future one 
way or the other. To me, he sounds like 
one of those immature characters who is 
managing to eat his cake and have it too. 
But, he does support you and the baby, 
which is to his credit. I cannot say that 
it is any more “wrong” for you to con- 
tinue seeing him than it is for two in- 
compatible people to continue living un- 
der the same roof because they fear the 
stigma of divorce. Maybe after a bit 
more “freedom,” he will come home to 
you. If not, it might be wise to consider 
finding someone who will love you and 
the child enough to be a real husband 
to you and a father to the baby. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 16 years old and very much in 
love with a white boy who is 22. He has 
a good job and is going to college where 
he is studying to become a dentist. He 


likes colored people very much and my 
friends accept him in our group. The 
only thing wrong is that my parents 
don’t know I date him. If they did, I’m 
not sure they would approve. Should 
I tell them, or continue to date him 
secretly ? 
L.M. 

Dear L.M.: 

Leaving race out of the question com- 
pletely, I would say emphatically that a 
girl should introduce any young man 
she dates frequently to her parents. 
Leave it up to him to make a good im- 
pression. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 19 years old and would like some 
day to be married. But everything seems 
to be against it. My family moved out- 
side the city after I finished high school 
and I| seldom get a chance to go to town. 
Maybe once a week I can go, sometimes 
not at all because I have to help with 
the farm chores. My brother and father 
work while mother and I are the only 


ones at home. Can you help me? 
Stuck 


Dear Stuck: 

If you can’t go to the city, why not 
try bringing the city to you? It is prob- 
ably not as incredible as it sounds. Talk 
your problem over with your parents, 
and tell them that you would like to give 
an occasional barn dance or hay ride 
for your friends from town. I’m sure 
they would be willing to help. Parties 
like this do not cost much, and you have 
all the necessary props. What’s more, 
the young crowd will adore the idea of 
a day on the farm now and then. If you 
use your head, you needn’t be “Stuck” 
very long. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a single girl of 21, in love with 
a boy 23. He is married, and I gave 
birth to a baby for him. The child was 
born before he got married to the other 
girl. He and his wife don’t get along 
and are always (Continued on Page 66) 
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“Yeah, I see it now,” I told him. “You 
don’t want a wife. You just want a steady 
girl around—a sucker.” 
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Ron wasn’t the marrying kind. He just wanted to go through life, having fun ome 
shirking responsibility. But Eve was a girl who played the love game for keeps. 


COULDN’T believe it was Eve, the day when she came 
and plopped herself down in my chair at Madame 
Keefe’s beauty parlor on Beale Avenue. It had been many 
years since I’d seen her. Yet everything about her was 
the same—the impudent, arched nose; the deep, brown 
eyes that were always dancing with fun and gaiety; the 


long, tapering fingers that had curved so gracefully 
around a coke glass during our high school days. 

How well I remembered her. I felt fairly certain that this 
dazzling woman in her swank street dress wouldn’t want 
to recognize a little nobody in a beautician’s uniform. 

“A hair dress and a manicure,” she yawned. Then those 





stunning eyes opened wide, and her arms 
reached out to squeeze me in a big hug. 
“Ella. Ella Carter. It’s been ten long 
years, honey. I sure am ashamed that | 
haven’t written you.” 

Eve certainly hadn’t broken any rec- 
ords for correspondence while we’d been 
apart. But I’d been grateful for any at- 
tention the town glamor girl had shown 
me while we’d been growing up together 
in a muddy little village on the Missis- 
sippi. I’d never been a part of her fast- 
stepping set since my deeply religious 
parents held their children in a .tight 
rein. All that hadn’t kept us from 
being friends in other ways because no- 
body could help liking Eve. 

Our friendship had continued until 
our last year in high school. Then 
right after her election as campus sweet- 
heart, Eve had eloped with Ted Barnes, 
who was a smooth looker but had never 
amounted to much. One card, mailed a 


few days later from some Northern town, : 


had been the only message I’d ever re- 
ceived from her. But soon after finish- 
ing high school, I found myself too in- 
volved with my own problems to wonder 
about Eve. 

Mother and Dad died, three days 
apart, in a typhoid epidemic that swept 
the towns along the Mississippi. I was 
left with two younger brothers and a 
little sister to support and educate. I 
moved the family into Memphis where I 
skimped along on domestic work until 
good-hearted Madame Keefe took me in 
to learn the beauty trade. 

Now Mike, Andy and Joan were all 
married and settled. I had a gang of 
cute little nephews and nieces. But my 
heart ached for a child and a man of my 
own. Id tried all kinds of things to fill 
in time. I’d tried church, where I didn’t 
qualify for the young married women’s 
circle and felt too old for the little clique 
of single girls. | tried clubs, lodges and 
benevolent societies. They were all right 
except that you had to have a man to 
rate in them, also. 

At twenty-seven, I felt that life had 
passed me by. When I looked in the mir- 
ror, | saw that I was still young and at- 
tractive. But that didn’t ease my horrible 
emptiness of spirit when I saw luckier 
girls of my age pushing baby carriages 
or walking along with their husbands. 

My life added up to zero—a big, blank 
nothing with no likelihood of anything 
happening to change the score. 

| told Eve the whole story—while I 
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All his life Ron had been selfish. He figured other people’s 
troubles were no business of his. But when Eve walked out 
on him, he had to change his ways. 


set her hair. Just talking about it made 
me feel freer of my frustration, panic 
and fear. Her eyes glowed with sym- 
pathy. That rare understanding of hers 
was something else that drew people like 
a magnet. Whatever else you might say 
about Eve, she was never cold and self- 
ish like so many beautiful women. 

“Come to the party I’m giving Satur- 
day night,” she said. “You'll meet some 
interesting people—and, maybe, an in- 
teresting man.” 

I was thrilled by the invitation. 

For the party, | bought a brand-new 
outfit. The smart blue evening gown was 
a perfect match for my blue eyes and 
contrasted well with my tawny brown 
hair. 

I spent two hours before the mirror, 
preening myself with little extra touches, 
before I boarded a taxi for Eve’s. But 
once outside her door, my knees started 
shaking. If I’d never belonged with her 
sophisticated teen-age crowd, how would 
I fit in with her wordly adult friends. 

Finally I mustered up the courage to 
ring her bell. The door swung open. 
But instead of Eve or Ted, I saw a man 
whose eyes swept admiringly over me. 

“You must be Ella Carter,” he said. 
“Everybody else Eve’s expecting is al- 
ready here. Come on in. Eve is in the 
kitchen mixing drinks.” 

I stepped inside the hall. “I'll help 
you with your coat,” Mr. Whoever-He- 
Was offered. As the coat came off, his 
hand lingered for a minute on my arm. 
It was a caressing sort of touch which 
set me off in another panic. 

“Thanks—thanks, Mr. . . . ” I stam- 
mered. Then | turned, meaning to go 
into the living room. 

“Wait,” he said. “I never let a pretty 
girl run away like this. Since I know 
your name, you ought to know mine. I’m 
Ron Murray.” 

There was something challenging in 
his eyes when they met mine. They heid 
me and yet made me want to run for fear 
that I would learn too much. Obviously, 
he was no one you could greet casually 
and forget. I was scared—terribly 
scared—of the way that he made my 
pulse tremble and my blood course. 

I managed to get myself under con- 


trol. “You’re twenty-seven years old,” | 
told myself angrily. “You dressed to 
make yourself attractive tonight. And 
now you're acting like a bashful little 
fool when a handsome man notices you.” 

I shook hands with Ron Murray. 
“Happy to know you, Mr. Murray,” | 
said. “Those compliments that you are 
throwing around require that you escort 
me inside.” 

It was a hectic party, the kind of af- 
fair I'd read about in magazines and 
seen in the movies. Eve kept passing 
around the drinks, and _ everybody 
seemed to be drinking heavily. All that 
evening, I felt a tense, throbbing excite- 
ment. It wasn’t from the drinks, because 
I nursed one weak gin fizz for hours. 
The real reason was the nearness of Ron 
Murray, who never seemed far away. 

Constantly I felt his gaze upon me. 
“It’s your dress and get-up he’s admir- 
ing,” I kept trying to convince myself. 
But the way that his eyes lingered over 
my long, glossy hair and my round, full 
lips made my mind wonder and my flesh 
tingle. 

Names and faces of other guests be- 
gan unscrambling themselves from the 
clink of glasses and the haze of cigarette 
smoke. The saucy little girl, a double for 
Lena Horne, was Ron’s sister, Viva. The 
man she ogled with bold eyes was Ken 
Hall. The pudgy woman, nobly pretend- 
ing not to see their flirting, was Ken’s 
wife, Edna. Ted, our host, was looking 
very solid and prosperous since I'd last 
seen him. Marriage had changed him 
for the better. 


Swe THE high point was that mo- 
ment when Bill detached me from a 
would-be Casanova and led me to a quiet 
niche. Time slid away while we talked 
and talked. At first, it was hard for me 
to fathom his bitterness because it didn’t 
become a man just turned thirty. Then 
when he told me more, it all began to 
piece together. 

Bill had been a soldier in the Philip- 
pines. He had participated in the Bataan 
Death March staged by the Japanese 
when they invaded the islands. Four 
years he’d spent in a war prisoners’ 
camp, only to return and find his job 
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gone because of plant reconversion. It 





had meant learning a new trade and liv- 
ing on pride until he mastered it. He 
had also been disillusioned by a woman. . 
Now he no longer believed in anything ad “1 dont know what my landlady would say about 

nor lived for more than the next thrill doesn’t like men calling atter midnight.” 
and the next party. 

It seemed to me that life had pushed 
us both into the same corner. Each of 
us too was looking for a way out, except 
that Ron’s way wasn’t mine. 

This dizzy crowd represented a way 
that was false. Their empty talk was 
mainly off-color jokes. Nothing could 
be found in them because they had noth- 
ing to give. 

Loneliness might make me feel closer 
to Ron. But loneliness was also a raw, 
troubling thing that made me realize just 
how far apart we were. Whatever the 
aching void of these years, | still had 
hope, faint as it might be. Ron had lost 
hope because he had lost all faith in 
himself. 

As it was, certain of his attitudes 
shocked me. For instance, there was his 
complete indifference to his sister’s flirta- 
tion with a married man. If a sister of 
mine had tried that while I’d been bring- 
ing her up, I’d have given her a tongue 
blistering and then taken her in hand. 
But Ron left Viva strictly on her own. 

When the party ended Viva an- 
nounced that she was going to a night 
spot with the Halls and another guest 
named Stan Larkin. I knew that Stan 
was simply her excuse to spend more 
time carrying on with Ken. But it 
seemed to be no concern of her brother. 

“All right, sis,” Ron said laughingly. 
“lll leave the key under the door mat 
in case you come wobbling in after I’ve 




















gone to work.” 
Viva twisted her pretty lips in an im- 

pudent pout. “People who live in glass 

houses shouldn’t throw stones,” she 

teased. Then she grabbed Ken Hall by 

the arm, and marched him out the door, 

leaving Ken’s wife to follow sulkily with . gf” 

Stan. ‘ i 
Ron offered to see me home, and we 

got into his Ford coupe. When we ar- 

rived down at my rooming house door, 

we paused for more talk. However much 

he might shock me, Ron Murray was the 
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most interesting man I’d ever met—and 
the handsomest. 

I didn’t want Ron to go home. I 
wanted, through some magic, to make 
time stand still and compel these min- 
utes to last (Continued on Page 53) 





bles SENSATIONAL newspaper 

headlines and the sly insinuations in 
the gossip columns made the whole af- 
fair seem a cheap, sordid mess—adul- 


tery on a production-line basis. Actu- 

ally it was in no way such a cold-blooded 
affair. 
nce and draw up a blueprint. 

It was just one of those things—a 
hance remark over cocktails, a half- 
»)king exploration of the idea, and then 
the realization that it might be worth a 
try. Vil admit that the bald facts are 
hocking and that the world frowns on 
such things. Even the sophisticated, 
well-to-do society circle in which we 
moved would raise quizzical eyebrows, 
we knew. But I am certain that at the 
time, each of us—-six intelligent young 
en and women—honestly felt that the 
20 


We didn’t sit down in a confer-' 






































When three jaded wives and their 
bored husbands decided that their lives together 


had lost all the sparkle, they thought they could do 
something to change things by changing mates. 


one solution to our marital problems was 
to trade husbands and wives. 

Before I relate the facts as they actu- 
ally happened, I must first introduce the 
principal players in this “tragedy of er- 
rors.” To begin with, there was “Doc” 
Haskell, a successful dentist, and his 
wife, Myra. It was in their luxurious 
apartment where we’d gathered that the 
whole thing started. 

The second couple involved was Claude 
and Jen Dotson. My wife Marianne 
and I completed the other two sides of 
this strange “double triangle.” We had 
grown to be close friends over a period 
of years and took turns being host at 
regular weekend get-togethers. We were 
seen together at all the formal dances 
given by the sororities and fraternities 
and at the various other society affairs 


that took place. But it was at our pri- 
vate gatherings that we sought refuge 
from the social whirl that had long since = 
begun to bore us. 
Because of our more or less prominent 
positions in the community—Claude as” 
a real estate broker, I as a public rela 
tions consultant, and of course, Doc— 
we had to at least put in an appearance 
at these functions. Now, we were at” 
Doc’s after suffering through seemingly 
endless banquets and receptions, all six 
of us trying to drown the memory of & 
dull evening in double martinis. 
“The sensible thing to do,” observed 
Doc, pointing at me with his half-filled 
glass, “is to retain Ron on a permanent 
basis and let him handle our public re 
lations. Then we wouldn’t have to go 
to these gosh-awful functions!” 
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“Maybe you’re just joking, but I think 
it’s a wonderful idea,” Jen Dotson said 
over the ripple of laughter that greeted 
Doc’s words. She was a tall, willowy 
girl, whose burnished copper curls gave 
her a false air of maturity. Actually, 
she was the youngest person there, still 
on the sunny side of 30. 

Claude Dotson, his broad face beam- 
ing, nodded his head approvingly. “I 
see what you mean. We'd hire Ron and 
let Newman Associates figure out ways 
to keep our names before the public.” 

“Always in good taste, of course,” 
Myra added, her almond eyes boring 
into mine. 

“Trust my husband to do the right 
thing at the right time, all the time!” 
Marianne drawled, sarcasm edging her 
voice. 

I raised my glass. 
dear!” 

Claude spread his hands for quiet. 
“l’m sure it would work. Ron would go 
to the Benefit Ball, for instance, and cir- 
culate among the guests. Now and then 
he’d mention what a good dentist Doc 
is, very discreetly, of course. Profes- 
sional ethics frowns on outright adver- 
tisement. Right, Doc?” Claude moved 
to the center of the room, carried away 
by his own oratory. . 

“Also,” he continued, “Ron would 
drop a hint here and there that Dotson 
Realty Company had some wonderful 
bargains. How about it, Ron? Doc and 
| would make it worth your while.” 

“You haven’t got that much money 
between you,” I laughed. “You’d have 
to pay me a fortune to get me to say nice 
things about you while dancing with 
some wealthy matron with two left feet 
or listening to some rich old guy’s corny 


“Thank you, my 


jokes.” 
Doc poured another round of drinks. 
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“I see your point, Ron. But you admit 
it could be done?” 

“Oh, sure. That’s my business, figur- 
ing out angles on tough problems,” I 
said. 

“Then I wish you’d set that brilliant 
brain of yours to working on the $64 
question, darling,” Myra declared. 

“Fire away,” I said, with a funny 
feeling that we were treading on dan- 
gerous ground. 

“You know what I mean,” Myra con- 
tinued. “All of you know. I’m talking 
about the mess we’re in. Every one of 
us would give an arm and a leg to be 
rid of our respective, and oh—so—re- 
spectable, mates.” 

“Myra!” Jen was shocked and dis- 
approving. 

There was a long silence, with no one 
looking at anyone else. Then Doc 
growled, “You’re drunk, Myra!” 

“I wonder,” mused Marianne, a tight 
smile on her baby-doll face. 

“You stay out of this!” I hissed to 
my wife. She glared right back at me. 

Claude walked over and offered Myra 
a cigarette. His face was serious as he 
lit it for her, then turned to the rest of 
us. “Let’s face it, kids. Myra’s only 
put into words something that every 
one of us has thought about,” he said. 
“You, Doc—you, Ron—RMarianne or 
Myra, I dare you to deny it!” 

“I notice you failed to mention your 
wife,” Doc observed. 

Claude shrugged his shoulders. “I’m 
sure all this is bringing a maidenly blush 
to her cheeks. Sweet little Jen is too 
innocent to even think such thoughts.” 

“But we're different, is that it, 
Claude?” I said, all the time wondering 
where this weird conversation was head- 
ing. “Let’s suppose, just for the sake of 


argument, that all you say is true. Why 
haven’t we all gotten divorces and mar- 
ried again?” 

“T’ll tell you,” he announced, “if you’ll 
give me five minutes and another mar- 
tini.” 

We waited silently while Myra, always 
the perfect hostess, passed around fresh 
drinks and cigarettes. I studied her as 
she gracefully moved about the room. 
In sharp contrast with the other two 
women present, Myra was the perfect 
example of smart, sophisticated woman- 
hood. Jen was still practically a girl. 
Her slim, supple figure made you think 
of the athletic, outdoors type. My Mari- 
anne also had an innocent air about her, 
but it was false. Despite her petite size 
and flawless, heart-shaped face, Mari- 
anne was very much a cold, calculating 
woman. All her life she’d been petted 
and pampered, demanding attention 
from any man who happened to be 
around. 

Myra, on the other hand, was the kind 
of woman men dream about but seldom 
find. She could be seductive or coy as 
the occasion demanded and like all pro- 
vocative women, was quite an actress. | 
could imagine her after 20 years had 
passed, looking just as lovely and ap 
pealing as she did that night, her slinky 
black gown clinging like a second skin 
to her full-hipped figure. She bent low 
as she handed me a glass. Our eyes met 
and held for a fraction of a second. 
“Looks like we'll need these,” she whis- 
pered, then gave me a wink that might 
have meant nothing—or everything. 


E SETTLED back as Claude went 

into a pose like a lecturer and began 
to talk. “We're all adults here,” he be- 
gan, “so I hope you won’t think I’m 
being snobbish when I remind you that 
we hold a certain position in this com- 
munity. We’re supposed to be solid, 
respectable citizens and all that. And 
even if we’re not, we have to pretend 
to be.” 

I glanced at the others. They were 
listening politely. So far, Claude hadn't 
said anything so startling. He sipped 
his drink, then continued. “Now, what 
happens when an ordinary person, plain 
old Joe Doaks, gets fed up with married 
life? He simply cuts out, and that’s all 
there is to it. He can get a divorce and 
remarry a dozen times if he wants to. 
Nobody knows or cares. 

“But what would happen if one of us 
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wanted to have a little fun on the side? 
It would be all over town in 24 hours!” 
Claude made a face. “Everybody knows 
us and people take fiendish pleasure in 
spreading gossip about so-called big- 
shots.” 

“Are you speaking from experience, 
Claude dear?” Myra cooed. 

Claude ignored the remark and Doc 
told his wife, “Let him have his five 
minutes, Myra! Must you always be 
so cute?” 

“If Doc or Ron or I ever decided to 
leave our wives, it would be curtains for 
our careers,” Claude said. “Remem- 
ber what happened to Jim Wheeler.” 

He was right. Jim Wheeler had once 
belonged to our circle, and it had long 
been an open secret that he and his 
shrewish wife were not getting along. 
Jim was assistant principal of the junior 
high school and right in line for pro- 
motion. Shortly before the school board 
was to announce his appointment as the 
new principal, Jim divorced his wife. 
This wasn’t so bad. The woman he 
chose to marry was a social “nobody.” 
She was a nice person and Jim appar- 
ently loved her, but she didn’t have the 
“right” background. She just didn’t “be- 
long.” So not only did Jim lose out 
on the promotion. He didn’t get a new 
contract at the end of the school term. 
Jim stuck by his new wife, but his career 
was ruined. Eventually, he moved west 
to start all over again. 

I guess everybody else was thinking 
the same thing, for there was a long 
pause before Claude added: “I see you 
do remember. Well, the whole point of 
this little speech was to prove that Myra 
wasn’t just beating her gums when she 
suggested that Ron work out a plan 
whereby we can get rid of our unwanted 
wives or husbands, as the case may be, 
and still keep our good standing in the 
community.” 

Everybody began talking at once. | 
cut in over the babble of voices. “You 
had me going there for a minute, 
Claude,” I told him. “You’re a fast 
talker. Being a salesman, I guess you 
have to be. What you’ve said may apply 
to you, but what makes you think any- 
body else feels the same way?” 

“There are three men and three wom- 
en here,” Claude said. “I’d bet a dollar 
to a doughnut we wouldn’t have to go 
outside this room to find new wives and 
hushands—and make everybody happy.” 
_ He was looking at Myra. Doc was 


nervously biting his lips and gazing at 
my wife, while I stole a glance at Jen. A 
bombshell had been dropped in our 
midst and she was the hardest hit of all. 

That was one night I spent walking 
the floor instead of sleeping. The party 
had broken up in confusion following 
Claude’s proposal. We all agreed to give 
it some serious thought and meet again 
the following week-end at Claude’s big 
house on the other side of town. On 
the way home, neither Marianne nor | 
had much to say. She jumped into bed 
without giving me her opinion of the 
evening’s events, leaving me with my 
own jumble of conflicting impressions. 

I soon became convinced that Claude 
was more right than I’d suspected at 
first. I knew, for instance, that he was 
completely infatuated with Myra. I’d 
seen the way he held her when they 
danced, watched him hover over her, 
gazing with adoring eyes. Since the six 
of us were good friends, it was not un- 
usual for any two of us to be thrown 
together frequently. But I recalled once 
coming upon Claude and Myra on the 
darkened veranda of the main building 
at the country club. The way they’d 
sprung apart and the mumbled explana- 
tions gave me a good idea that they were 
not just talking about the weather. 

I tried to see how Claude’s theory ap- 
plied to the rest of us. For a long time 
I'd been aware that my wife was not 
satisfied with the way things were going 
with us. Not that I wasn’t doing all 
right financially, but both Doc and 
Claude made much more money than I. 
In a sense, I really didn’t belong to the 
crowd we traveled with. Only because I 
was in a field where I came into con- 
tact with successful businessmen and 
professionals were Marianne and I ac- 
cepted into their select circle. But Mar- 
ianne was ambitious. She constantly 
complained when we weren't able to 
“keep up with the Jones,” and I had 
the feeling that the first chance she got 
she’d have no hesitation about tossing 
me overboard for someone who could 
get her the things she wanted. Whether 
Doc or Claude would be the one, I hadn’t 
the slightest idea. But knowing Mari- 
anne, I felt sure she’d been laying the 
proper groundwork, discreetly but with 
a definite purpose in view. It surprised 
me that the knowledge didn’t make me 
angry. 

Maybe I didn’t get angry because of 
guilty feelings I suffered from my 


thoughts about Jen, Claude’s wife. There 
wasn’t anything between us. Jen was 
too sweet and honest for that. How had 
she come to marry a man like Claude, 
who at 40 was more than 10 years his 
wife’s senior? I asked her that one 
night during a gay after-theatre party at 
their modern eight-room house. Jen 
was in the kitchen whipping up some 
extra sandwiches for the overflow crowd 
that had turned up. I had volunteered 
to do the drinks. Despite the harried 
look on her face, Jen was pretty as a 
picture in a tiny apron around her slim 
waist as she kept moving from cabinet 
to sink and back to the table. I stood 
watching her, marveling at her quick 
graceful movements. She must have felt 
my eyes on her, for she paused and said 
without looking at me, “Got a place for 
an ambitious young woman in your of- 
fice, Ron?” 

“Maybe,” I answered. “Got a friend 
who’s looking for something?” 

“T am,” she said. 

“I’m not kidding, Ron,” she told me, 
a slight frown puckering her eyebrows. 
“I feel so—so useless to myself and ev- 
erybody else sometimes!” 

I laughed. “I always thought mar- 
riage was a fulltime job, and in your 
case, a very satisfying one.” 

She shook her head, her long, soft 
hair brushing her smooth bare shoul- 
ders. “I don’t think I was ready for 
marriage.” 

I didn’t mean to ask, but the words 
spilled out. “Why did you get mar- 
ried—to Claude, I mean?” 

Jen picked up a cracker and nibbled 
at it thoughtfully. “Because—well, | 
thought it would be different. I was 
just out of school when Claude came 
along and I guess I thought he offered 
escape from all the ‘do this, don’t do 
that’ I got from my parents, my teachers, 
everybody. They all treated me like a 
baby.” 

Her voice was so low I could barely 
hear her. “Claude treats me as if I were 
an infant, not a woman. He thinks all 
I’m good for is mixing drinks, serving 
hors d’oeuvres and smiling like a good 
little wife.” 

I was a little embarrassed by the way 
she let her hair down. I'd always as- 
sumed that there was nothing more to 
her than a pretty face and pleasant 
smile. I saw now that there were men- 
tal processes going on in her mind that 
Claude appar- (Continued on Page 50) 
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After a glamorous ex-showgirl snatched Marcia’s handsome doctor sweetheart from her, f 


Marcia won him back. But, in her joy, she acted with her heart, not her head. 


L ‘peut I went to Brooklyn to work in 
Doctor Barclay’s office as his nurse, 
| was through with men. My marriage 
to David had just ended with his tragic 
death. But the five years of unhappiness, 
fighting a losing battle against his gam- 
bling and his craving for liquor was un- 
forgettable. ; 
I liked working for Dr. Barclay. He 
never spared himself where his patients 
and their need of him was concerned. 
He was not only a physician but a sympa- 
thetic, understanding man as well. Those 
were the things I noticed about him at 
once. The fact that he was dynamic and 
attractive with his dark eyes and firm, 
well-shaped mouth was something I dis- 
covered later on. That was when I fell 
in love with him completely, against the 
dictates of my common sense and the 
caution | had thought was so much a 
part of me and always would be. 
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At first I thought it was our common 
interest in the work we were doing to- 
gether that drew us close, the doctor- 
nurse association throughout long days 
which sometimes stretched into the eve- 
nings. 

The first time we stopped off to have 
dinner together after a late call, Dr. Bar- 
clay said smilingly, “This will give the 
gossips something to talk about. I hope 
you don’t mind, Helen?” 

I thought jubilantly: “No. 
mind a bit.” 

That first dinner together led to others 
and then to the long rides we took to- 
gether on his day off. There was always 
so much to talk about and we got along 
so well. But when Eric put his arms 
around me and told me he loved me and 
wanted me to marry him, I drew away 


as if I had been burned. 


I don’t 


I told him what my life had been li 
with David. I added, “Don’t you 
I'll always be afraid to take another 
chance?” 

Eric put his big hand over mine ger 
tly. “You were pretty much of a kid 
when you came North to marry that bey, 
weren’t you, Helen?” 

“Yes, I was only seventeen,” I aé 
mitted. 

“You didn’t know much about life 
then. You know a lot more now. Wei 
have a wonderful marriage, darling. We 
have so many things in common. We 
want to do so much for our own peopl 
—for all humanity really. My feeling 
for you isn’t just based on physical at 
traction, Helen. It goes a lot deeper th 
that.” 

One by one (Continued on Page & 
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: NE NIGHT, at a dance in an East- 
ern city, I stepped out to the micro- 
phone with my fellow Orioles. I opened 
ny mouth to take the lead in Baby, 
Please Don’t Go. A pretty, teen-aged girl 
pushed through the crowd about the 
tage, looked into my startled eyes and 
fainted dead away. Ten minutes later, 
when she gained consciousness in a 
lressing room, she tried to commit sui- 
ide by slashing her wrists. 
Two evenings before that, after an- 





BY SONNY TIL 


other dance in a city several hundred 
miles away, this same girl had come up 
to me and requested an autograph. 
While I was signing a picture for her, 
she had suddenly blurted out: 

“Sonny, I love you. I want you to 
take me on the road with you wherever 
the Orioles go.” 

I had tried to explain to her that I 
was flattered, but that I couldn’t possibly 
do what she asked. 


She wouldn’t take “no” for an answer. 


She followed me, hitch-hiking all the 
way. 

Since the day, almost five years ago, 
when the Orioles singing group began to 
gain nationwide attention as hit record- 
ing artists and the hottest box office at 
traction of its kind, I have had many 
such experiences, all indicating thal 
there are a number of female fans who 
take the love songs I sing seriously an 
want to do something about it. 


I have been mobbed on the street and 












r leader of Orioles, who is mobbed by screaming 
ms all over nation, explains the secret of his success 
% with the ladies. 





outside of theatres by teen-agers who 
wrenched off my tie, tore off my shirt, 
went into my pockets for personal be- 
longings. Once, in New York, one of 
my enthusiastic fans slipped off my 


finger one of the initialled diamond 
tings which the Jubilee Record Com- 
pany gave each one of us when Oriole 
record sales first reached the million 
mark. On several occasions, the only 
thing that has saved me from being 
hurt was the timely arrival of the police. 
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What is there about Sonny Til which makes girls leave home to follow 


him on the road? Sonny himself explains his appeal to women. 


I have had girl friends taken away 
from me bodily by a jealous group of 
girl fans. 

Girls write and say: “Sonny, I love 
the Orioles. I love their singing and I 
love yours. But, mostly, I love you just 
for being you. I try to get close to you 
when you are singing. If I could just 
touch your hand. Please write to me, 
dearest darling. Send me a picture. I 
love you so much.” I get a lot of letters 
that read like that. 

Some of the girls in various cities 
where we appear, go around telling their 
friends: “I go with Sonny Til,” or 
“Sonny’s my cousin.” 

When you have all these things hap- 
pening to you, it’s pretty easy to make a 
fool out of yourself by becoming con- 
ceited, and thinking you are God’s gift 
to womanhood. Since conceit, in my 
opinion, is one of the most foolish traits 
a human being can have—particularly 
people in show business—I have had to 
think hard and study long to analyze 
why these things happen to me. First I 
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Arriving outside of Detroit ballroom for one-nighter, Sonny 
Til is greeted by enthusiastic fans. Til and Orioles often have 
to sneak in back halls and theatres, once set off teen-age riot. 


eliminated the obvious. I’m not rich and 
I certainly don’t consider myself hand- 
some. After some thought on the sub- 
ject, I decided I had hit on the reason 
why girls all over the country express 
themselves in such a warm way to me. 
In order to explain the conclusions | 
reached, I’ll have to tell you something 
about the Orioles. I suppose it’s because 
of the way we started out that we are all 
so close—just like one happy family. We 
all grew up in the same Baltimore neigh- 
borhood. We were all good friends. Our 
first stroke of luck was being discovered 
by the girl who now manages us— 
Deborah Chesler. When Deborah came 
along and decided to do something for 
us, we were a group of amateur singers 
who liked to harmonize together and play 
around with ideas for arranging songs. 
We got our big break on the Arthur 
Godfrey talent scout show the latter part 
of 1946 and really got going in the 
business when our first record, ““Tell Me 
So,” written by Deborah, was released 
and sold like hot cakes. 
Our success happened overnight and 


Giving private crooning performance for fans, Sonny Til is center of 
attraction at after-dance party given by Chicago disc jockey McKie 
Fitzhugh. Analyzing his charm, girls say: “He has boudoir eyes. 





it was quite a big thing for a bunch of 
green kids to take. Young as we were, 
we knew that the quickest way to nix out 
a promising career in show business is 
to get a big head, to go around with your 
chest stuck way out in the air. Ou 
group included George Nelson, our bari. 
tone; Alec Sharpe, the high tenor; bass 
player Johnny Reed; pianist Charlie 
Harris, the late Tommy Gaither, our 
guitarist (who was killed in a tragic ac- 
cident two years ago and who is now re: 
placed by Ralph Williams). We sat 
down together and mapped out a plan 
which we hoped would help us keep go- 
ing to the top. 

“You're the leader, Sonny,” the boys 
told me. “What you say goes. Every 
group has to have a leader.” 

“Okay with me, fellows,” I told them. 
“Only, there’s one condition. I'd like to 
be the leader of the Orioles. But I don’t 
want to be the boss. 1 don’t want to bea 
dictator. I want to see decisions made 
by all of us. I want us to argue and fight 
—not physically, of course. I want us 
to be unselfish at all times and to stand 
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up only for the things that are good for 
the Orioles, not for our individual 


| selves.” 


HAT’S THE deal we made when we 

started in show business. That’s the 
way we've continued to operate. You 
walk in on a rehearsal session or a busi- 
ness meeting of the Orioles and you walk 
smack into a really democratic atmos- 
phere. George may be clowning and 
mugging, but he’s got his ears open all 
the time. Charlie will be shouting some- 
thing about the harmony being all 
wrong. Alec will sit off on the side rest- 
ing his cherubic several hundred pounds. 
Ralph will be making new sounds on 
the fiddle and Charlie, stroking the 
chords. Deborah, who is manager, par- 
ent, banker and just about everything 
else you can think of for the Orioles, will 
be looking on anxiously while yours 
truly stands in the middle of the whole 
mess, trying to get everything straight- 
ened out. But don’t think for a minute 
that peace lasts. At any second, a dis- 
agreement will erupt and then, brother, 
is on. When it’s all over, however, 
were still friends and we're still one 
hundred percent for the Orioles. 

Being one hundred percent for the 
Orioles means, among other things, put- 
ting yourself in the background when- 
ever you have to for the good of the 


Crowding up to stage, fans give Orioles rapt attention. Character- 
itically, dancing ceases when group goes into action. In spotlight 
lor five years, Orioles was first organized in Baltimare night club. 








































group. When the fellows chose me for 
leader, they meant for me to be the 
leader on stage as well as off. I’m the 
guy who steps forward and gets the ma- 
jority of the spotlight. I’m the guy who 
draws most of the attention from the 
crowds because I’m right in there in the 
center of things, giving out—seemingly 
—with more effort than any one else. 

But what a lot of people don’t realize 
is that without the teamwork of the 
other fellows; without the harmony and 
rhythm they keep moving behind and 
around me; without the background 
and atmosphere they create, Sonny Til 
wouldn’t be anything but just another 
singer. Even though I’ve made some 
successful records on my own recently, 
they don’t represent the Oriole idea 
which, according to the box-office de- 
partment, has turned out to be a pretty 
good and lasting idea. The point I’m 
trying to make is that I’m just like the 
captain of a team on a football field. 
Grandstand plays don’t win games for 
the team. But when a well-organized, 
harmonious group, like the Orioles, puts 
a man out front and supports him, a lot 
of people don’t give the credit they 
should to the team which makes it pos- 
sible for him to be a star player. 

I think that’s one of the reasons why 
girls in every city scream and yell for 


my autograph (Continued on Page 80) 


Perspiration streaming off his face, Sonny 
Til gives forth with one of Orioles many 
jukebox favorites. Til and Orioles have 
five hits which sold close to million, are 
one of hardest-working singing groups. 
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Selecting suit, Sonny Til prepares to dress for after-show date. 
Meticulous in dress, Sonny favors pastel shade sports coats, 
has 300 ties. “A performer,” he explains, “is always on stage.” 
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Lane wanted to escape from the ugly squalor of her slum neigh- 


borhood, but marrying a gambler turned out to be jumping 


from the frying pan into the fire. 














fe years from today, ’'m going to be 
1 and I don’t care hou | get there,” he 
d. “Be a foal and stick with Freddie 
yr get wise and string along with me.” 
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- READ IN your Tan ConFEssions 
some of these high and mighty 
stories by people who state that the 
only reason they’re spilling the history 
of their lives is to keep others from 
making the same mistakes. I even read 
where one dame said she didn’t care 
whether she got paid for letting the 
world get a peek into her past and pri- 
vate life. Well, Mister Editor, if you 
don’t feel like you want to send me a 
check for this one, you can forget it, be- 
cause the only reason I’m writing it is 
for cash. I need it, brother. 

It’s kinda funny, me needing cash. 
Not so long ago, I had a Cadillac for 
each one of my three favorite colors and 
a stack of hundred dollar bills was 
spending change to be sported in any 
one of the clubs along the main stem or 
up here in Harlem where I live. I spent 
my winters in Miami and my summers at 
Smalls Paradise and down on 52nd 


| 


Street. I didn’t give a hoot for the next 
person and I firmly believed that every 
one who was broke was a fool. I had a 
maid, a chauffeur and a special closet for 
my minks. I was living, pal. I had it 
made because my old man was the slick- 
est, best gambler Harlem ever saw. 

Some folks, when they write a story 
of their own true life, confess everybody 
else’s faults but their own. If you think 
I’m making little tunes on my typewriter 
to show what a four-flusher and bad 
guy Manny Juarez was, you've got an- 
other guess coming. Manny got what 
he had coming to him and I think he got 
paid off just right. I ought to think so. 
I helped arrange the pay-off. But me, I 
was a prize sucker in the deal and here’s 
the way it went down. 

It’s amazing how some people start 
off and continue so consistently on the 
wrong path with as much determination 
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and ambition as others set out to be- 
come missionaries or nuns. That was 
Manny for you. From the time I can re- 
member him—we grew up in the same 
old broken-down slum section of Phila- 
delphia together—he was hustling his 
way through life. There was another 
dirty-faced little urchin, Freddie, who 
was forever beginning handball games 
in the street. Every time, without fail, 
Manny would talk the kids out of play- 
ing ball, lure them into an alley some- 
where and get a session of penny black- 
jack or dice going. When he was too 
young to know how to gamble with 
money—and it’s hard to remember that 
time—Manny used to gamble with 
marbles. Money or marbles, he always 
seemed to come out on top, to emerge 
the winner. Lucky Manny, they called 
him. Sometimes I wonder if, even in 
those days, (Continued on Page 66) 
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Ola was so intent on doing the 
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right” thing that she blinded 


herself to love. Then after she had ruined her own happi- 


ness, she tried to wreck her sister’s life. 


( ‘HANCES ARE you’ve never even 
“ heard of Spraggs Junction, but that 
fertile farming section of Arkansas was 
ny world. The most important person 
1 my small, but complete universe was 
ny sister, Ruby, a teacher at the local 
hool. Folks down here don’t get too 


excited about wars, politics or crime. 


hey live close to the earth and they tell 
me by the rotation of crops. The year 

divided into seasons, and a man is suc- 
essful if he can say he is free of debt. 
[he ideal waman is one who can marry 

good man and raise a healthy brood 
f youngsters. If there is one thing we 
lespise it is a shiftless person; anyone 


ho strays from the strict code of hard 


ork, thrift and religion, gets a hard 
That’s why the 


leffers family, for instance, had a rough 


y to go down here. 


vay to go in Spraggs Junction. 
From the very beginning, the Jeffers 
umily never fitted in. They blew into 
praggs Junction like a blustery March 
nd and, for a while, they upset our 
ilm, plodding way of life. But now, I 
ngratulated myself, things had settled 
lown to normal. As I gathered freshly- 
| eggs, | even hummed a snatch of the 


hymn we'd been practicing at choir re- 
hearsal. 

I was so busy admiring the size and 
whiteness of the eggs I’d found in a cor- 
ner of the barn that I didn’t hear Will 
Jeffers coming. I stood up, holding the 
eggs in my apron, ready to dash into the 
house to show them to Ruby. Then I 
saw him, his big muscular frame filling 
the doorway. The plaid shirt he wore 
tucked into his jeans was open halfway 
down, exposing the hard smoothness of 
his chest. 

My heart leaped, and my fingers were 
suddenly stiff and nerveless. The eggs 
crashed to the floor. 

“I might have known!” I shouted an- 
grily. “Will Jeffers, you’re nothing but 
bad luck. I’ve told you to stay off our 
land, and I meant it!” 

Ignoring my tirade, Will was standing 
before me in two giant strides. His eyes 
blazed with hostility and his voice shook 
with rage. “Where’s Ruby?” he de- 
manded. “Sid just got home and I prom- 
ised to help him find her.” He raised his 
hand to halt my protests, and for a sec- 
ond I thought he was going to hit me. 
“Oh, I know how slick you are!” he said. 
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“You probably talked her into going 
away for a while, until you figured she'd 
gotten over Sid.” 

I tried to duck around him. I had to 
get into the house and bolt the door be- 
fore he found out my sister was right 
here at home. | was afraid that any mo- 
ment Ruby would hear our angry voices 
and come to the door where Will could 
see her. If I hadn’t thought that Sid was 
safely away at college, I’d never have 
sent for Ruby to come home so soon. 

“Look, Ola,” Will said, his eyes tak- 
ing on a dangerous light, “Sid’s really 
taking this thing hard. It’s not enough 
that he and Ruby had to have a silly 
quarrel, but you’re trying to run the lives 
of two kids who only want to be left 
alone.” 

“I’m Ruby’s sister, and I’m saying 
the same thing she would say if she 
wasn’t so soft-hearted!” I flared back. 
“You just go back home and tell your 
no-good brother that Ruby never wants 
to see him again.” I spoke swiftly, nerv- 
ously, edging toward the barn door. My 
panic increased as he moved right along 
with me, blocking my path. 

“Tl believe that when I hear Ruby say 
it—without any coaching from you!” 
He took a step closer and towered over 
me. “Ola, can’t you see you’ve got no 
right to interfere in other people’s lives? 
| swear | didn’t know a woman could be 
so mean and ornery!” 

My hand shot out and landed flush on 
his cheek. He barely blinked, but his 
nostrils flared ominously. “There must 
be a spark of human kindness in you 
somewhere,” he said slowly. “At least, 
| used to think there was.” 

Without warning, his arms swept me 
close, and his lips crushed mine. I could 
have struggled free of the brute force of 
his encircling arms, but I couldn’t fight 
the sudden rush of emotion that left me 


limp and throbbing. All I could do was 


respond to his kiss. 

The moment his lips released mine, 
my will power returned. “Ola—baby!” 
he whispered hoarsely, his cheek against 
my hair. The fierce strength of his arms 
melted into tenderness. 

| lay perfectly still in his arms, not 
trying to free myself of his embrace. 
“Are you through?” I demanded. “If 
so, then I'll get on with my chores.” 

With a muffled oath, Will shoved me 
away so violently I almost fell to the 


straw-covered floor. “You’re nothing 


but a dried up, heartless little witch!” he 
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said harshly. “You’ve got no room for 
love in your heart. So you're deliber- 
ately trying to mess up two kids who 
are crazy in love. But I’m telling you in 
front, Ola, Sid and I are going to find 
Ruby and take her away from you!” He 
swung around and walked back to his 
house across the field and down the 
gravel road. 

I watched him go, then turned and 
fled into the house. I actually locked 
the door behind me, as if that could keep 
them from winning Ruby away from me. 
She was all I had. Without her I’d be 
lost. But more than that, I loved her 
too much to see her get mixed up with 
the Jeffers family. We Millers had been 
brought up decently. Ruby could never 
fit into a bunch of hard-drinking, gam- 
bling loafers like the Jeffers. No woman 
could keep her self-respect living in the 
filthy shack they called a home. It was 
my duty as her sister to protect her 
from things like that. If I could keep 
her away from Sid long enough, I felt 
sure she’d get over the crush she had on 
him. 


_ WAS curled up in a chair near 

the radio, a pile of books beside 
her. At my urging, she had spent the 
summer going to school up north. She 
came back with a lot of new ideas to try 
out when school opened a few weeks 
later. Looking at her hollow cheeks, | 
realized that a real vacation would have 
been better for her, but school was the 
only way I could get her away from Sid. 
She looked like anything but a school 
teacher, with her soft, wavy hair and 
sweet, trusting face. 

“Sid’s back,” I announced with a 
shaky little laugh. 

Ruby’s eyes widened with astonish- 
ment. “You mean he quit school?” she 
asked. 

I shrugged my shoulders. “What can 
you expect of a Jeffers?” I sneered. 
“You can’t make a silk purse out of a 
sow’s ear, Mama always used to say.” 

Ruby jumped to her feet and paced 
the floor nervously. “But Sid prom- 
ised!” she exclaimed. “He was going to 
finish his agriculture course and then we 
were going to get married.” 

I grabbed her by the shoulders and 
shook her gently. “Ruby, honey, just 
because Uncle Sam is paying for the 
education of all these GI’s doesn’t mean 
they actually learn anything or even 
want that free schooling. It’s an easy 





way for some to get along for a while. 
My guess is that Sid Jeffers is just too 
no-account to take something handed to 
him on a silver platter!” 

She stared at me with glazed eyes, her 
lips pressed together in a thin line. “Oh, 
I’m not saying it’s Sid’s fault,” I con. 
ceded. “He had nothing to do with old 
man Jeffers being his father. But that 
old reprobate would give the devil him. 
self a hard way to go!” 

Ruby sank back into the chair and a 
pitying look came over her face. “I feel 
sorry for you, Ola. It’s a sin for anyone 
to hate another person the way you hate 
Mr. Jeffers. You ought to see yourself 
whenever you just mention his name, 
Your eyes get wild and—” She hesitated, 
then looked down at her folded hands, 
“You and Will should never have split 
up. Ever since then, you’ve been as cross 
as two sticks!” 

Her quiet words stabbed deep into my 
heart, but I made one more effort. | 
kneeled beside her and patted her cheek 
fondly. “Let’s sell the farm and mo 
away from here,” I said eagerly. 
is no place for two lone women. Wh 
you could get a teaching job twice 
good as the one you have,” I urged. 

She shook her head. “I’m not lea 
ing. I’ve signed a contract for the ne 
year, and I can’t run out on it.” 

I felt her slipping away from 
Ruby was so young and sweet that o 
Sid Jeffers got her into his arms agai 
he could bend her to his will with ki 
that were probably as stirring as Wi 
had been to me. He’d make her for 
how bitterly they had quarreled 
she’d go blindly into a marriage 
would ruin her life. 

“I’m going to put the farm up f 
sale,” I said firmly. “You can tell the 
school board they’ve got to find someone 
else. Believe me, honey, it’s best this 
way.” 

“No!” Her lips trembled, then sé 
into a pout like a stubborn child. “I’m 
going to stay right here. I’m—lI’m glad 
Sid’s home, because I love him. | love 
him so much I can’t stand it!” She 
buried her face in her hands and sobbed. 

I stared at her in despair. “You don't 
know what you’re saying, Ruby!” ! 
scolded. “Why, you never could go to 
live in that dirty old house with Old 
Man Jeffers and all his roughneck 
friends!” 

“I don’t hate him the way you do, 
Ola,” she said, (Continued on Page 76) 



























AUL AND I stood at the crossroads of 

marriage. I knew it, just as well as I knew 
my name was Marilyn. I saw clearly the signs: 
one read “divorce, despair”; the other, “love, 
happiness, a sure home for our beautiful little 
daughter, Marilyn, Jr., age 10.” But, though 
| wanted to take the road to happiness, wanted 
desperately to keep the husband who was fast 
slipping away from me, I didn’t know where 
to turn. My brain was benumbed by days, 
even weeks, of worry. I had no instincts left 
to guide me. I was weak, helpless, hopeless. 
Another woman had stolen my man—and 
there was nothing I could do about it. 

Fearfully, | watched Paul push back his 
chair from the small table in the nook of our 
kitchen. His brown eyes, usually kind and 
tender, were expressionless. Coldness, an im- 
personal tone which made me feel like a 
stranger in my own apartment, permeated his 
voice as he said: 

“T have two tickets for the basketball game 
tonight. How about a little company, Mrs. 
Parker?” 

How strange it was—being addressed so 
formally by my husband. You would have 
thought I was his doting landlady! How dif- 
ferent it was now from the gay days when Paul 
loved me and we lived in a small, Southern 
city—carefree, happy, owning our little home 








—a bit ramshackle, perhaps, but ours. That 
was before we moved to the big city and a 
crowded apartment. We had more material 
things—but, we had no bond between us, no 
common grounds for love. 

What had happened to us anyway? Was it 
my fault? Had I failed Paul in some vital 
moment? Was it my upbringing which al- 
ways seemed to restrict me, to prevent me 
from letting my hair down? Was I what the 
young kids called an ‘icky’? Had I lost the 
spark? Questions. Questions. Questions. And, 
no answers. 

Paul jerked me back to the present. I won- 
dered what he had been doing all the time I 
was thinking. 

“What’s the matter, Marilyn?” he asked. “I 
said, do you want to go to the basketball 


game?” 
I swallowed hard. 
“Paul—” I tried to search his veiled eyes. 


“I’ve got a headache. I think I’d better go to 
bed.” 

“You always have a headache,” he snapped. 
“You've been a headache for years. Why don’t 
you see a doctor, or a psychiatrist?” 

For a split second, his eyes were alive, not 
with mirth or tenderness, but with a look of 
disgust. Quickly, he shifted them out of line 
with my gaze, ran his hand in his pocket, 
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The one mistake Marilyn made caused her to become a cold wife. 








When her husband walked out she had to change — or else. 


“When is daddy coming back home, Mom- 
my?” Marilyn would ask. “I want daddy 
back. Why did you make him leave?” 
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and laid a blue ticket on the table. 

“If you change your mind,” he said 
crisply, “come on over to the stadium for 
the Globetrotters game. A couple of 
laughs might do you good.” 

Then, he hurried out of the room. In 
a moment, or two, I heard the car door 
slam. The motor strained to take a heavy 
shot of gas as he roared away. 

I bowed my head in arms folded 
across the table, sick with the knowledge 
that I was on the road to divorce. I 
wasn’t the only one who would suffer. | 


Don’t let a boy kiss you—he’ll want to 
go further. 

Don’t do this! Don’t do that! That 
was my mother’s constant advice to me. 
She meant well, but she didn’t know that 
she was raising me as a little outcast 
from the rest of the kids. She didn’t 
know how, in my high school days, | 
fairly ached for kisses, for summer hay- 
rides, to go to dances, for all the joys— 
right or wrong—that young love could 
bring. Yet, I was obedient. I was too 
scared not to be. 


Marilyn found out that a man wants more in 


a Wife than an excellent housekeeper. a good 


cook and companion. He wants love and 


warmth and Marilyn gave neither. 


thought of little Marilyn, who was 
asleep. Perhaps she would soon lose her 
loving father. The both of us would be 
alone— 

In my frame of mind, the suspicions 
came easily. Suddenly I found myself 
wondering just why Paul wanted me to 
go to the basketball game with him. Did 
he have something he wanted to say to 
me out of little Marilyn’s earshot? Was 
it divorce he wanted? Had he and Susan 
—the other woman—decided to get mar- 
ried? Did he want me out of the way? 

I could well suspect the answers were 
“ves” in each case, because it was com- 
mon gossip that Paul and Susan had 
been going steady, surreptitiously, they 
thought, for two years. 

And why, you might ask, did I hang 
on if I couldn’t do something about it? 
For little Marilyn’s sake, of course. I 
had been the child of a fatherless home 
and I well knew the aches and pains of 
being brought up by one parent who was 
trying to fill the place of two. I knew 
because, after my father died back home 
in North Carolina, times were tough for 
me and mother. Even after she got a 
steady job in a tobacco factory, they 
were tough for me because she insisted 
on raising me as if I were to spend my 
life in a convent. My life was guided by 
a long list of “don’t.” 

Don’t dance—it leads to serious 


things. 
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Then mother died, leaving me all 
alone in the world except for a gruff, 
old aunt. I went to live with her—but 
hated her house. She seemed to think 
that I had become her child and in her 
sincere, but harsh, zeal to protect me, 
she virtually laced me up in a strait- 
jacket. About all I could do by myself 
was walk to school. The rest of the time, 
I was guarded like a dangerous criminal. 

In later years, I never could figure out 
what my mother and my aunt were so 
afraid of. In the first place, I was far 
from being dashingly attractive; I wasn’t 
particularly apt in school, except in Eng- 
lish; I was a complete flop at socializ- 
ing, thanks to them. 

As soon as I finished high school, I 
got a job in the tobacco factory. With 
my first check, I packed up and left my 
aunt’s dingy, little jail of a house. I was 
on my own. 

Then I met Paul. He was a mainte- 
nance man at the factory, but somehow, 
at least to me, he seemed destined for 
something better. Why he took to me, | 
never knew. I was so happy to have a 
man—any man—that I did my best to 
make up for all the fun I’d missed, for 
all the joy I’d never known, for all the 
little pleasures I had yearned for since 
I first learned there was a different world 
beyond the confines of my home. 

Like many an anxious, love-struck 
fool before me, I let Paul go too far. 
Maybe I should say, / went too far. 







Soon, I realized I was in trouble. Scared 
almost crazy, I went to Paul, my only 
hope. He was tender, understanding and 
asked me to marry him immediately. We 
moved North, were married, and littl 
Marilyn was born. We thought she was 
the most beautiful child on God’s greea 
earth. Despite my sin—our sin—I was 
happy. Paul got a decent job, found an 
apartment, and we settled down to live, 

























UST WHEN we started drifting apart 
I can’t exactly recall. I remember 

that about the time little Marilyn started § 
walking, I noticed a change in Paul. It 
wasn’t anything that I could place my 
finger on. We just seemed to argue more > 
than ever before. I blamed myself ps at 
tially because after that first mistake, 
never found myself dreading the passia 
which had caused me to get into trouble 
There was just a little holding back, 
gnawing of fear, a barrier between 1 
and complete happiness. 

As Marilyn grew, strange as it m 
sound, I found myself being as cautio 
with her as mother had been with 
Because of my mistake, I came to be 
lieve that mother was right—all the way 
—and, although Marilyn was just 
child, I had a fixation about her growing 
up to make the same foolish error I did 
I set up a new set of “don’t”—negati 
rules which I now fear must have 
sounded frightening to a little girl ye 
unable to read or write. i 

Paul objected—and the breach bey 
tween us widened. 

“You’ve got to stop babying her, 
Paul told me one day. “You're ruining 
our child’s life. There’s nothing wrom— 
with her. Let her go down into the stre(gay 
to play sometimes!” 

“But Paul,” I argued earnestly, “Mari 
lyn is delicate. I have to be careful wil 
her. She can’t stand a lot of exciteme 
and rough play.” 

“If she can’t,” he shot back, “‘it’s be 
cause you’ve made her fit for a psychi: 7 
atrist already. You’d think she was it 


her teens the way you give her advice. : ha 
Don’t you know that’s no way to raise: “ 
child?” “an 
Anger flared in me. “I think I’m int ss ‘ 
better position to know what’s good for Whe: 
my little girl,” I told him, heated) 
“ ‘ perm 
After all, I take care of her when your> ¢.. ; 


gone, which seems often these days—to Al 


often!” 


into 1 
“What of it?” he inquired defensivel§ cloth 
“IT don’t mean (Continued on Page 5') pretz 
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T IS A VERY human habit to bemoan 
what you do not have and overlook 

what you could do with what you do 
have. Thousands of city folk who are 
unable to leave home for an August va- 
cation are unaware of the opportunities 
for fun right in their own back yards. 
When there is no car or time doesn’t 
permit, the old back yard can be used 
for picnics, parties and fun. 

A kitchen or card table can be moved 
into the yard and the old checked table- 
cloth brought out for added gaiety. A 
pretzel pot made with sand, the branch 


,  — | 


of a tree and an old flower pot lend 
originality to the table. A large bowl of 
vegetable salad with snappy dressing, 
plenty of man-sized sandwiches or bar- 
becue, and cold iced drinks with ice cold 
watermelon top off the delicious outdoor 
meal. 

At this time of the year picnic foods 
have a certain significance that brings 
families together. The relaxed, carefree 
idea of forgetting table manners and eat- 
ing as one pleases with fingers and no 
dishes to wash, makes the work light on 
mother and is always a thrill to family 








Pienie In 


The Back Yard 


and friends due to its charming infor- 
mality. 

All good things must come to an end, 
so with the end of August, Dad gets over 
the lazy, relaxed feeling. Mother starts 
her round of activities for fall planning 
for the home, and the kids come home 
from camp, ready for September school 
days. 

On the following pages are suggestions 
for the family wardrobe from baby sis- 
ter to mother; and new ice cream ideas 
for the old-fashioned crank freezer and 
the new electric ones as well. 
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Ice Cream Cinnamon Shortcake 

ft 2 cups cake flour, 2% tsps. baking powder, % tps. salt. Cream 4% cup butter; add 42 cup sugar and cream in % cup corn syrup until fluffy. 

ddd beaten egg, 1 tsp. vanilla and % cup milk. Add alternately with dry ingredients. Pour into floured cake pan. Blend 3 thsps. sugar, 1 tsp. 
cinnamon, % cup chopped nuts sprinkled over top. Bake in moderate oven 40 minutes. Cool and top with ice cream. 












Ice Cream Delights 


HEN THE Summer sun is at its cover before using. Use coarse ice 

peak, there is nothing like good cream salt with the ice in packing. Fill 
home-made freezer ice cream or smooth, _ the inside can no more than % full with 
rich sherbet to please hot weather appe- the ice cream mixture, allowing for ex- 
tites. The finished product of today is pansion. Place the can cover on tightly. 
as tasty as that of a decade ago, but Turn the crank slowly but steadily—the 
the making is easier in every way. Mod- mixture is frozen when the crank starts 
ers freezers have “triple action” dashers to turn hard. When it is frozen, wipe 
which freeze the cream with only 5 to around the top of the can and remove 
20 minutes of cranking, depending on the top carefully so that no ice or salt 
the quantity. More expensive models falls into the ice cream. After taking 





have electric motors that eliminate the out the dasher and replacing the can Foi 
cranking chore. Improved insulation cover, repack the freezer with ice and sau 
holds in the cold better. The freezers salt, observing this proportion: one Co 
New York Ice Cream have rust-proof metal parts, are leak- quart of ice to each cupful of salt if the hat 


4 egg yolks, % cup sugar, pinch of salt, proof, and can be used as ice buckets or ice cream is to be served within two 


up chilled Carnation milk, 4% cup water, 2 ‘li ; : : : ful 
lemon juice, 1% tsps. vanilla Cook in "UX liary refrigerators. They range in hours; two quarts of ice to each cup 


i i “a 

; ble boiler until mixture coats spoon. Chill, size from 1 to 10 quarts. of salt if it will be served several hours 

q | cup whipped evaporated milk or cream. For those who still wish to try mak- _ later. 

1 Pour into freezer, pack and freeze. . . . : Ble 

ing old-fashioned freezer ice cream, a Be sure to start your preparations long te 
few tips for success might be offered. enough before dinner time so that the “9 


Always follow the ice cream recipe care- ice cream will have at least a full hour 
fully. Scald the freezer, dasher and in which to “ripen.” 














Cranberry Sauce On Vanilla Ice Cream 


For new flavor treat try vanilla ice cream topped with ruby cranberry 
sauce. To make sauce, wash 1% cups cranberries, drain thoroughly. Put 
into saucepan with 1 cup light corn syrup, % cup sugar, % teaspoon salt. 
Cook slowly over low heat, uncovered, until all the berries have burst and 
have translucent appearance. Cool. Fruit and juice should have thick 
syrup-like consistency. Serve over vanilla ice cream. 


Lime Orange Sherbet 


Blend % cup lime juice (2 or 3 limes) and ¥% cup orange juice (1 large 

orange). Add % cup sugar. Stir until sugar dissolves. Whip 1 cup evap- 

orated chilled milk until very stiff. Fold in 2 tbsps. lemon juice. Fold in 

lime-orange mixture lightly but thoroughly. Pour at once into cold freez- 
ing trays and freeze. Makes 1 quart. 


Orange Frozen Custard 
With Gingersnap Crust 


For delicious home-made frozen custard, combine tall can 
chilled evaporated milk, 1 cup fresh milk, 1% cups sugar, 
grated rind of 2 oranges, juice of 3 oranges. Pour into can of 
2-quart freezer and freeze. Let ripen about 2 hours and serve. 
Makes about 1% quarts of frozen custard. For crust combine 
2 cups rolled gingersnap crumbs, 1% cups sugar, 2 tbsps. melted 
butter, % cup orange juice. Line pie pan with crumb mixture. 
Bake 15 minutes. Cool. Fill with frozen custard mixture and 
serve. 


Hot Fudge Sundae 
Good concoction for saucing ice cream is this tawny, smooth 
butterscotch touched with sherry. To make sauce, place 144 
cups brown sugar, % cup light corn syrup, % cup water in 
saucepan. Bring to boil, stirring constantly. Cook until thick 
or until few drops form into a ball. Cool and stir gradually in 
% cup evaporated milk. Stir in 1% tbsps. sherry. Serve over 
ice cream. If sauce is to be served warm, heat about two min- 
utes over low heat. Boiling sauce may curdle it. 

















Bookcase of Swedish Modern displays versatility of this interesting design. 


Adjustable shelves are large and roomy and can be 


used for books, dishes or treasures. The fine grain and design of wood is seen in the doors of the base cabinet units. 
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tly-designed sofa of Swedish Modern furniture by Spence is functional. Character- 


ed by careful craftsmanship, it adds an air of elegance to any room setting. 


Exciting 
Modern 


WEDISH MODERN furniture has 
become very popular in America in 
the last few years. Many ready-made 
pieces are being imported, along with 
woods and designs, which have been 
combined with the ideas and talents of 
American manufacturers. These pieces 
combine the Swedish ideas with the 
tastes and requirements of American 
homes and introduce the craftsmanship 
of Swedish manufacturers. 

Strikingly handsome in design, there 
is a simple elegance which has been cap- 
tured in the Swedish styling. All pieces 
are built for convenience and in propor- 
tions that make them more practical and 
acceptable for modern living. Woods 
used in Swedish furniture are beautifully 
finished and have rich tones. The blond 
tones are clear and deep in the graining. 
Woods such as teak, walnut, and birch 
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John Widdicomb chair and cabinet unit features sliding glass 


A functional serving piece is this server, has unusual handles, con- 
doors on cabinet. 


trasting leg trim. 


Swedish 


Furniture 


are given fine, deep finishes, since Swe- 
dish finishes are particularly deep and 
rich with a soft, elusive sheen far more 
elegant than most of the highest polishes 
of today. 

Presented in conjunction with the 
smart new Swedish furniture is a com- 
plete new line of very moderately, low- 
priced Danish pieces. Completely new 
to the American public and designed by 
Danish architects, they are most unusual 
in wood, color and texture. 

Among the unusual pieces in the col- 
lection is a modern version of the old- 
fashioned clothes cupboard, and a seven- 
drawer chest which departs from the 
predominant one-level styling of the last 
fifteen years. There is also a particularly 
beautiful tambour front storage unit with 
well-arranged space for flatware and Dining room set in two tones of wood combined for beauty has roomy, round table 
linen or crystal and silver. and simple, lightweight chairs. 
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FASHION 








Vother and daughter outfits of printed 
jiqgue have big, deep pockets with jaunty 
flaps. Matching stoles have pear design 
appliqued on each end. Designer is DeVera 


Edwards of New York. 










All-over, cut-out Schiffli embroidered dress of deep royal blue is worn over a chartreuse 
taffeta slip. Accent is on back with clever organdie lacing, fluffy bow. Bodice is fitted, in 
the skirt full and flaring. | 


Midsummer 


Wardrobe 


EEPING UP with summer wardrobes is always 

a problem to mothers. There are a hundred 
and one little things that the family will need to 
complete the entire wardrobe and make vacation 
days easy. 

Much depends on whether one is going to the 
mountains, seashore, country or farm. 

Smart, new, crease-resistant fabrics—nylon and 
orlon among the most popular—help to cut pressing 
and packing to a minimum. Even the fad of full 
skirts and multiple petticoats has been worked out 
and mother can take enough for the whole family. 
Designers have really put clever ideas and gay col- 
ors into each creation to fit moods and purposes 
alike. 

Playtime clothes are so pretty and gay that they 
can be interchanged and worn for dress. Mother 
and daughter outfits are cute and clever. Eyebrows 
will raise when they are worn on the beach. A 
well-planned wardrobe includes clothes to live in, 





not clothes which clutter suitcases and utilize too 


much space. Wash dresses and clothes that will not _ 
show dirt are best. Dark colors, jacket dresses and oe 


interchangeables are always good ideas. 
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Vacation party dress of Schiffli embroidery “Time Out For Solitaire,” all-occasion gowns by 
in navy and white has novel apron front, Carolyn Schnurer are styled with smartness of 
communicates interesting, saucy air. an original Parisian creation. 
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Suit for “town and country” is designed by 
Philip Sills. Made of Paula Stone tweed, 
suit has amber deerskin binding and but- 
tons. Skirt is smart pencil-slim, wrap- 
around which ties on the side. Calfskin 
feed bag matches trimming. Price is $195. 


After dressing in cool, tailored suit vaca- 

tion-minded young lady packs last minute 

articles in set of Strato-Cruiser luggage 
from Kessler. 
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Parents often 


of companions aids a child’s development. 
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fail to realize that children have their own definite standards in making friendships. Reasonable freedom in the choice 


Don’t Pick Your Child’s Friends 


CHILD'S playmate is his most im- 
portant acquisition. At certain ages 

is even painful for him to have to 
hare his friend with another child. 


‘oo frequently parents openly criticize . 


heir own children on their judgment in 
electing a friend. Some mothers, for 
nstance, do not spare unkind words 
bout the new playmate’s background 
id training. Mother may remark: “So- 
and-so is dirty” or “so-and-so is too 
isy and has no manners.” 
Her reason for chiding the youngster 
that she believes she is protecting his 
st interests. This is largely due to the 
act that most mothers think in terms 
f what the playmate “will grow up to 
rather than the immediate happy 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


influences he may have on her girl or 
boy’s life. In turn, the child, who sees 
no fault in his newest friend begins to 
mistrust adult judgment. Sometimes 
this leads to rebellion and the purpose- 
ful selection of friends the mother and 
father disapprove. 

In order to avoid unhappiness that 
results from child-parent clashes over 
friends it is wise for mothers to consider, 
in detail, the workings of a child’s mind 
when it comes to selecting a playmate, 
the chief benefits he receives from such 
close relationships outside the family 
circle, and the importance of his play 
life which necessarily involves one or 
more other children. 

At the outset a parent, if she hopes to 


learn more about her children’s ways 
with their friends, what they talk about 
and do, and something more than a 
cursory knowledge of the playmate’s 
character, she must resort to the rather 
ignoble device of eavesdropping, listen- 
ing in on what is being said. 

She will soon learn that children do 
not collect friends without prior thought. 
Boys and girls are most discriminating 
in selecting their companions. However, 
they are not discriminating in the man- 
ner of adults. To small children the 
color of a playmate’s skin, his religion 
or the economic standing is fortunately 
of no importance. Child study literature 
is abundant with stories mothers have 
told concerning their youngsters’ selec- 
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and economic lines. 


brought home a Negro child for lunch. 
When his mother later asked him why 
he had invited a Negro boy home. “Oh, 
is he a Negro?” the youngster answered 
absently. “I didn’t notice that. I’ll ask 
him tomorrow.” 

Another story may serve to point up 
how little attention children pay to race 
when choosing friends or admiring at- 
tributes of others. In the South, where 
schools for children of Army personnel 


are now integrated, there is much con- 


cern and questioning of white pupils to 
learn their reaction to having Negro 
children in their midst. One child was 
asked by her father, a high ranking offi- 
cer, if there were any Negroes in her 
class replied: “Yes, his name is Butch 
and he can wiggle his ears. He’s going 
to teach us how to wiggle ours.” 

Many Negro parents, too, are con- 
cerned when their youngsters strike up 
friendships with white children. Often 
they inquire why their children are 
friendly with white children. Many 
Negro mothers claim that such relation- 
ships are ill-advised because as white 
children grow older and adopt the preju- 
dices of their parents, it is the Negro 
child who is hurt in the end. 


Much of the trouble parents expe- | 


rience with their children’s selection of 
playmates stems from their own failure 
to appreciate the importance a child’s 
playmate holds for him. Also many 
mothers and fathers fail to realize that 
children’s responses to companionship 
vary with age. A six year-old’s will- 
ingness to accept his buddy may not be 
duplicated in a ten year-old who usually 
engages in bloody fights and aspires 
more to become part of a gang rather 
than have one friend. 

For instance, a six year old child 
usually has only one friend at a time. 
But these friendships are fleeting. His 
best friend today may be forgotten to- 
morrow. 

The greatest dream of a six year old 
is to have a companion of his own 
choosing. But he often does not realize 
this. For children today are frequently 
lonely, since many friends do not live 
long in one community. Even country 
children often find it difficult to win a 
desirable friend. Country children live 


tion of friends across racial, religious | 
Classical, perhaps, | 
is the one of the white youngster who | 
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great distances apart and they travel for | 
miles around (Continued on Page 82) | 
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HEALTH 





Moles 
And 
Warts 





By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology of the Negro” 


i lr REQUIRES a great deal of courage 

and enterprise to convert an obvious 

handicap into a desirable asset. This is 

exactly what our ingenious women folk 

have done about the moles which occa- 

ionally mark their handsome faces. 

[hey have convinced themselves and 

heir gullible but admiring men that 

hese growths are not blemishes but 

arks of beauty. They have created out 

f them a style so overpowering that 

| those “unfortunate” enough not to have 

them in the natural manner will paste on 

heir faces small round pieces of black 
paper to imitate the real thing. 

Moles, scientifically called nevi, are 

anything but desirable since they are, in 

act, a form of tumor which can change 

| ito highly dangerous cancer. There are 

any kinds of moles. The simplest are 


he type, small in size, which, when they 
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The smart thing to do when seeking removal of moles or warts is to consult family 
doctor. Removing your own moles or warts can cause infection, severe injury. 


appear on the face are euphemistically 
called “beauty spots.” They are so com- 
mon that it is rare to find a person with- 
out at least one of them on some part of 
the body. There is a tendency for them 
to be hereditary. The size varies a great 
deal. They may be pin-head in area or 


"several inches in breadth. While they oc- 


cur most often in small numbers on 
widely separated sites, they may be nu- 
merous and cover large parts of the body 
en masse. The color also varies from 
black through brown and yellow, to 
colorless. 

Most often moles are flat and smooth, 
but they may be elevated and their sur- 
faces corrugated. There is a type on 
which there is a scanty or profuse 
growth of hair, the so-called “hairy 
moles.” 


Moles arise in the skin before birth 
and are therefore attributed to some dis- 
turbance of development the nature of 
which is unknown. While prenatal in 
origin they are sometimes not visibly ap- 
parent until after birth. 

The chief lay concern about moles is 
their cosmetic effect and this is the deter- 
mining factor in the desirability of hav- 
ing them removed. If they are single or 
few in number and appear on the face 
they are not only not considered disfig- 
uring but attractive. If they are numer- 
ous and large the patient may want them 
taken off. The deciding question is 
whether or not the scars which may pos- 
sibly be left would be more disfiguring 
than the moles. 

There is one circumstance, however, 
when there is no alternative to the re- 
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moval of moles. Pigmented moles may 
change into a form of cancer called mel- 
anoma. This is a highly dangerous dis- 
ease which spreads to all parts of the 
body and is nearly always fatal. For 
this reason, doctors warn that moles 
should be carefully watched. If they be- 
gin to grow quickly in size or become 
ulcerated, medical attention should be 
sought immediately and the likelihood 
of their conversion into cancer deter- 
mined. If there is a threat of malig- 
nancy, the moles should be eradicated 
without hesitation. The possibility of a 
scar is of little significance under these 
circumstances. The tendency to become 
cancerous is greatest in moles subjected 
to irritation by rubbing of the clothing 
or by picking with the fingers. Cancer 
patients should be especially alert. 

Another common form of mole is the 
firm round nodule, about the size of a 
pea or a marble, that hangs onto the skin 
by a stalk or may simply be a dome- 
shaped projection of the skin. They 
occur most often in women and are com- 
mon on the neck and upper chest al- 
though they may be found on the face 
or any other part of the body. They are 
painless but may give trouble when they 
are so situated as to be bruised or in- 
jured. These, by no stretch of the imagi- 
nation, can be called beauty marks. For 
this reason, their removal is frequently 
sought. This can be accomplished very 
easily without pain or after affect. If not 
removed they must also be watched care- 
fully for any sudden increase in size 
and for ulceration because they, too, can 
become cancerous. 

Any mole is, in fact, a birthmark be- 
cause their origin can be traced to con- 
ditions existing before birth. But this 
term is usually reserved for those large 
disfiguring blotches that cause so much 
anxiety among those who have them. 
Birthmarks vary from barely perceptible 
smudges of slightly darker skin to a huge 
growth consisting chiefly of blood ves- 
sels. The latter kind gives most concern. 
Blood vessel moles may be a small group 
of tiny but prominent blood capillaries 
on the skin or they may be a large area 
of many blood vessels. One kind, called 
the port wine stain, is frequent on the 
nape of the neck of the newborn. These 
often disappear spontaneously in a few 
years. On the other hand, the straw- 
berry birthmark is a blood vessel mole 
appearing on any part of the body, in- 
cluding the (Continued on Page 64) 
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(Continued from Page 23) 


ently never even dreamed of. I remarked: 
“I'll say this—you certainly do all those 
things extremely well!” 

“Thank you, kind sir!” Jen said, pick- 
ing up a tray. “If you ever need such tal- 
ents around your office, let me know.” 

I followed her out of the kitchen with 
the cocktail shaker. The rest of the eve- 
ning I sat watching Jen, noting her impa- 
tience at the inconsequential chit-chat go- 
ing on around her. More and more I got 
the feeling that she was someone I'd like 
to know as a person, not merely the wife 
of a friend. If there were any romantic 
overtones to my thoughts about Jen, they 
were entirely subconscious. She was a 
lonely person, and I was lonely too. 


[? WAS the next evening at dinner be- 


fore I got a chance to discuss things 
with Marianne. All day at the office I'd 
tossed Claude’s idea around in my mind, 
but was unable to clarify it for myself. I 
had the feeling that the women, even Jen, 
would have a more mature approach to 
the problem than the men involved. 

“Well, what do you think?” I asked my 
wife, peering at her across the table. 

Marianne shrugged her shoulders. “I 
think Claude was right about all of us 
really wanting a change, but being afraid 
to say so. Anyone can see that he’s crazy 
about Myra.” 

“Where does that leave Doc?” I asked. 
She pursed her lips and I got a tight, fun- 
ny feeling across my chest. “You?” 

“Now don’t get emotional, Ron,” she 
cautioned. “This whole thing is just sup- 
posing. Incidentally, I think you and that 
dear little Jen would make a nice two- 
some.” 

“Jen?” What did she know about Jen 
and me? What was there to know? I put 
on a look of injured innocence. 

“Knowing you, darling, it’s easy to see 


you've fallen for that lost, lonely soul act - 


she puts on.” 

“Tt’s no act.” Instinctively, I was de- 
fending Jen and it only helped prove what 
Marianne had implied. “Let’s not be 
catty,” I reminded her. 

“Not catty, annoyed!” she corrected. 
“You see, darling, I don’t like for people 
to think they’re putting something over on 
me. I saw you and your secret love that 
night at the club.” 

Marianne’s revelation stunned me. I had 
almost forgotten the incident, forced it 
from my mind because it never should 
have happened. It had been a holiday and 
the six of us had spent the entire day at 
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Sunnyvale, the country club to which 
everybody who was anybody belonged. 

Jen and I had played golf, while the 
others contented themselves with bridge 
or just loafing. It had been a wonderful 
day and I had never seen Jen so relaxed, 
so full of life as when we made our way 
around the course. Later, when the danc- 
ing started, she found her way into my 
arms and stayed there. We didn’t talk 
much, just danced, and the floor seemed 
to be made of clouds. Then, without plan- 
ning it, we were outside breathing the 
warm night air, staring up at the stars as 
if we’d never seen them before. 

“It’s been a wonderful day, Ron,” Jen 
said at last. 

“T’ve had fun.” 

“I don’t know why, but I feel more at 
home with you than with anyone else in 
the bunch,” she said softly. 

“Maybe it’s because we don’t take all 
this society business seriously,” I sug- 
gested. Suddenly I knew I had no busi- 
ness being out there with her, watching 
the moonlight bathe her lovely face and 
the breeze caressing her hair. 

Without rhyme or reason, she was in my 
arms. Her lips moved wordlessly and the 
next second they were soft and moist on 
mine. For one glorious moment, the stars 
became sparks from the rocket that burst 
inside me, and the summer breeze was hot 
as a desert wind as it folded itself around 
us—two lonely figures pressed together in 
a burning kiss. But we recovered quickly 
and made our way back to the club house 
to join the others. 

Marianne’s voice jerked me back to the 
present. “I see you remember,” she said. 
Somehow, I wished she was angry about 
it. If she yelled and screamed accusations 
I could deny them, but her calm accept- 
ance of that one little lapse of faithful- 
ness made it seem more shameful than it 
actually was. I’d never again touched Jen. 
I kept defending myself with the argu- 
ment that if Marianne had been warmer 
and more responsive to me in the first 
place, it would never have happened. 

“Doc has a beautiful apartment,” she 
said wistfully, and I realized she had dis- 
missed Jen and me from her mind and 
was mentally calculating the advantages 
of being the second Mrs. Haskell. There 
were many advantages, I had to admit; 
more than I’d be able to provide for a 
long time. I realized then that I was be- 
ginning to look at things from a different 
viewpoint and that by the time we were 
scheduled to get together again, I’d be 
able to put in my two-cents worth without 
feeling like a little boy who’s been caught 
scribbling naughty words on a wall. 

It so happened that I had an appoint- 
ment with Doc on Thursday for a dental 
checkup, so I decided to feel him out on 
the thing. I would have liked to talk to 
Claude about it, but since Marianne’s dis- 
closure I didn’t see how I could ever face 
him and Jen again. Doc was sitting on a 
stool gazing out the window of his office 
when his receptionist ushered me in. 





“Hi, Ron,” he greeted me. “I hope you 
didn’t come here expecting me to work.” 

“Don’t tell me this has got you down, 
too?” 

“How you talk, man?” Doc grinned. “I 
can hardly wait until Saturday.” 

“Then you think everybody’s in favor 
of the deal?” I asked, easing myself down 
in the big chair with all the chromium 
gadgets. In a way, I was glad Doc didn’t 
feel like working. Knowing Marianne had 
her cap set for him, I certainly would be 
nervous having him poke around in my 
mouth, 

“Aren’t you for it?” Doc asked me, idly 
picking up a mirror and advancing toward 
me. “If any one person backs out, we 
might as well forget it. It was Claude’s 
idea, so he’s in favor, and Myra agrees 
with him. I suppose you know how it is 
with my wife and me?” 

“Marianne would leave me tomorrow, 
and | know it,” I said rather ruefully. It 
wasn’t easy, admitting that your wife pre- 
ferred another man. Even a good friend 
like Doc. 

He had the mirror in my mouth now, 
continuing the conversation on a one-sided 
basis, as most dentists do, asking ques- 
tions and making you feel foolish because 
you can’t answer. 

“Tt’s funny the way a man feels about 
a woman,” Doc was saying. “Myra is ex- 
citing. She’s all woman, almost too much 
for me. But Marianne—I hope you don’t 
mind my saying this, old man—she really 
does something to me. I go for that cute, 
baby doll type.” 

“Don’t let it fool you,” I mumbled, my 
teeth clicking against the handle of the 
mirror. 

“What’s that? Anyway,” he continued, 
“you and Myra should hit it off well.” 

I jerked erect in the chair and Doc 
stepped back. “What happened?” he 
asked. 

“Myra?” 

Doc raised his eyebrows. “Well, it’s 
either you or Claude. Sometimes I think 
it wouldn’t make any difference to Myra. 
You know what I mean? Anybody, as long 
as he’s a man!” 

Doc’s suggestion was so preposterous | 
didn’t even bother to comment on it. Sure, 
maybe Myra did sort of let herself go 
whenever we danced and maybe her eyes 
did have a half-veiled invitation whenever 
we looked at each other, but that was just 
part of Myra’s personality. It didn’t mean 
she felt anything special for me—or did it? 


MORE CONFUSED than ever, I tried 
to forget the whole business until 
that Saturday night. It was a long time 
coming, but when it did I was no more 
ready to make a decision than I had been 
the week before. But there we were, gath- 
ered in the big living room of Claude’s 
house, making small talk and sparring for 
time. 
Myra’s eyes were hot and shining and 
it seemed she was being deliberately se 
ductive. I could tell she’d had a couple 
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of drinks before she arrived. Marianne 
was intent on being very coy, laughing, 


talking and striking poses, all for Doc’s 
benefit. He was loving every minute of it. 
He hovered over her lighting cigarettes, 
refilling her glass and catering to her every 
wish. 

Jen was very quiet. 
that set off her youthful 
seemed lovelier than ever to me. 
were dark shadows under her 
when she smiled it was with a sad, almost 
lifeless movement of her lips. 

Finally, Claude took the center of the 
floor and a hush fell over the room. His 
face was serious as he said, “I don’t know 
how it seems to the rest of you, but this 
thing doesn’t look quite so simple to me 
as it did last week.”” There was a murmur 
of assent and he went on. “But I'm still 
convinced my idea will work. I think the 
first thing to do is see how we stand. We'll 
put it to a vote. All those in favor of ex- 
ploring the possibilities—?” 

There was a chorus of “ayes.” Then 
suddenly there was a loud “No!” The 
word burst from me louder and with more 
explosiveness than I'd intended, but I had 
to inject a note of sanity into the proceed- 
s. The others sat watching and wait- 
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Well?” Claude’s voice challenged me 
to say anything worth listening to. 

Marianne giggled and said, “Speak now 
or forever hold your peace!” 

I gripped my glass tightly in both hands 
and tried to collect my thoughts. But when 
I started to talk, the words didn’t make 
much sense. “I think this has gone far 
enough. What I mean is—we’ve had our 
fun imagining what we’d do if. Why don’t 
we drop it now?” I looked from one to 
the other, searching for some indication 
that at least one of them felt the same way. 


“Well, how about it?” Claude asked, 
acting as chairman. “You, Doc?” 


“I say Ron is outvoted,” Doc said. 

“My husband is trying to prove that he 
has morals,” Marianne declared. “Let’s 
get on with it.” 

“The sooner the better!” 
in, 

“Jen?” Claude turned to his wife, whose 
eyes were wide and a little frightened. She 
looked at me for a long moment, then 
slowly closed her eyes. 

“Whatever you say, Claude.” 
was barely a whisper. 

After that, I didn’t stand a chance. We’d 
agreed to do what the majority decided 
and it was my lone 
“Okay,” I said finally. 
What happens now?” I was disappointed 
in Jen. I had thought sure she would see 
things my way. There was no doubt that 
in her eyes, too, I was terribly old fash- 
ioned, didn’t have the modern approach to 
Marriage, divorce and the customs ordi- 
nary people lived by. I felt like a 
as they eagerly got down to the business 
of working out details. When Claude fi- 
nally began to go over the results of the 


Myra chimed 


Her voice 


vote against five. 


“Tl string along. 


stranger 


discussion, I had to bring myself back to 
my surroundings with an effort. 

“So it’s all settled,” he announced, rub- 
bing his hands together and looking very 
pleased with himself. “Each man will pay 
the expenses of the divorces and will also 
keep his house or apartment. The women 
will be the ones who'll make the switch.” 

“l’m afraid I wasn’t listening closely.” 
I apologized. “Just how is that going to 
work?” 

“Very simple,” 
our wives are quite modern, we 
could never take it upon ourselves to order 
them to do this or that. I’m sure my wife 
would do the exact opposite from what I 
told her to do.” 


Doc explained. “Since 
poor males 


“How right you are, darling!” Myra 
drawled. “We women don’t intend to be 


silent partners in this deal.” 

“Of course not.” Claude hastily. 
“So what we'll do, Ron, is let the women 
decide the man they want. So at eight 
o'clock next Wednesday, wives will 
dutifully kiss us goodbye and leave. A 
short time later, our future .wives will be 
knocking on our doors.” 

“Tt’s crazy!” I said. “It'll never 


said 


our 


work. 


Maybe you guys will sit by and let your 
wives walk into another man’s arms, but 
not me!” 

Marianne bounced in front of me, her 


hands on her hips and a defiant look 
“What can you do about it?” 
demanded. “Lock me in my room? You're 
a big boy now. Ron. I could have divorced 
you any time I wished the past few years, 


her eye. she 


and you know it.” 

“But you didn’t do it, 
minded her. “Doesn't 
thing?” 

“Only that I realized it would probably 
wreck your business and leave me without 
a future,” said coldly. “Now that I 
can pick a new husband, I’m not going to 
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that mean 


she 


let you or anyone else stop me!” 

The days until “D-Day”—“Divorce day” 
as Doc jokingly called it—passed like 
dream sequence. I didn’t even bother to 
go down to the office. It would have been 
impossible to work with my mind as upset 
as it was. I didn’t have anyone to talk to. 
The whole point of our fantastic arrange- 
ment was to avoid publicity that would 
certainly hurt us. I saw it would be use- 
less to try to persuade Marianne to change 
her mind. She was having the time of her 
life packing her belongings and getting 
ready for the move. 

The actual leaving was very uneventful. 
We shook hands and Marianne stood on 
tiptoe to kiss me on the cheek. “I’m—I’m 
sorry it didn’t work out,” I mumbled. 

“Don’t worry about it, Ron. It’s not your 
fault or mine either. I hope you'll be hap- 
py with Jen,” she said, then added uncer- 
tainly, “or is it Myra? Well, goodbye and 
good luck!” 

That was it. No tears, 
quiet farewell as if she were stepping 
around the corner to the store. After the 
door closed behind her, I went to the 
kitchen and poured myself a stiff drink. 


no scene, just a 
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I sure needed it. Now that Marianne was 
actually gone out of my life, I could think 
about Jen without feeling guilty of being 
unfaithful. I was sure that the two of us 
could make a go of it. 

The telephone rang and I jumped as if 
I'd been stuck with a pin. It was Doc. 
“How're you doing, Ron? Still alone?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, ’'m not. Your—that is, Marianne 
just got here. I hope there’s no hard feel- 


ings?” 
, Doc,” I told him. “She’s a swell 
person. You treat her right or answer to 


me.” I managed a weak smile. 

“Don’t worry about a thing, man! Well, 
you should be getting company soon, so 
take it easy. And good luck!” 

The doorbell rang almost before I hung 
up. I hurried to the door and flung it 
open. It was Myra! 

All along I'd had a strange feeling that 
something would go wrong, and this was 
it. Myra was supposed to be with Claude. 
Jen was supposed to come to me. Perhaps 
Jen had decided to stay with Claude, had 
refused to be traded off to another man 
just because her husband had eyes for 
Myra. Or even worse, she might have be- 
come disgusted with the marital antics we 
were indulging in and walked out of the 
whole mess. I didn’t know. 

But I was sure of one thing—no matter 
how much Myra pleaded, hard she 
tried to interest me, she was not going to 
stay. I tried to explain that I wasn’t in 
love with her, tried to tell her that Claude 
was probably home waiting for her. She 
refused to budge. Even when Claude 
phoned to find out if we had all suddenly 
changed our minds, Myra refused to talk 
with him. He really raved! He told me 
that Jen had left and he didn’t know where 
she was. All he knew was that apparently 
he’d been left out in the cold, which was 
a crying shame because it had been his 
idea in the first place. 

I finally managed to get Myra out of the 
apartment. She swore she would never 
marry Claude, and that going back to Doc 
was out of the question. After Myra had 
stormed out of the place, I poured myself 
another drink and sat down with the bottle 
beside me. An hour later, the liquor was 
almost gone, but not my problems. The 
more I thought about them, the more con- 
vinced I was that we had made a terrible 
mistake. The six of us had tried to tamper 
with sacred marriage vows, something we 
had neither the right nor the power to do. 

I thought about Marianne. Despite any 
differences we'd had, she was still my wife. 
Looking back over our life together, I saw 
that many things for which I blamed her 
were actually my fault. We had promised 
to love and honor each other for all our 
lives, 

Suddenly I got to my feet and went to 
the telephone. Maybe it wasn’t too late to 
set things right again. I'd call Doc and 
demand that he send my wife back to me. 
As I dialed his number my anger at my- 
self increased. What kind of man was I 


how 





to sit idly by while his wife went to an. 
other man? I must have been out of my 
mind! All six of us must have been out 
of our minds. 

Just then, the doorbell rang. I hes. 
tated a moment, then replaced the phone, 
It was too late now. Once Jen walked 
through that door, I'd never have the 
strength to send her away. I swung 
open the door—then stepped back in as. 
tonishment. It was Marianne! 

The next moment she was in my arms, 
sobbing as if her heart would break. “Ma. 
rianne!” I gasped. “What’s wrong?” 

“T—I couldn’t do it!” she cried. “I just 
couldn’t.” 

“But I thought—” 

She shook her head. “I’ve acted like a 
little fool, Ron,” she said, turning her tear. 
stained face up to me. “Claude’s fantastic 
idea sounded so wonderful at first. but— 
well, I guess I’m too used to you, darling, 
Whatever is wrong between us, another 
man can’t cure it. I found that out the 
minute I walked into Doc’s place.” 

I kissed away the tears and tightened 
my arms around her. “Then we'll try 
again?” 

She nodded and _ smiled. 
want to.” 

“Want to know something?” I asked 
softly. “I was just about to phone Doc and 
make him send you back. Can you ever 
forgive me for letting you go that way?” 

“There’s nothing to forgive, darling,” 
she whispered. “Maybe this was good for 
us—all of us. It was as far as I’m con 
cerned.” 

Her tender kiss promised a heartful of 
love and I knew that this time, we’d make 
it. 

But somewhere along the line, the news 
leaked out. A gossip columnist ran an 
item that did all but give our names, and 
for weeks, there was talk of nothing else 
but our foolish attempt to rearrange our 
lives. In the telling, the facts got all 
twisted and the story that made the rounds 
was much worse than the truth. 

After living alone in a hotel for a week, 
Myra had finally gone back to Doc, who 
then decided to leave town and buy him- 
self a practice on the Coast. Jen and 
Claude also seemed to have weathered the 
storm. Jen had gone home to her mother, 
shocked by the feeling that her husband 
wanted to get rid of her. But she re 
turned when Claude followed her. They 
are still together and very happy. 

As for Marianne and I, we’re doing 
great now. Every now and then I get curi- 
ous about what happened at Doc’s place 
to change her mind about leaving me, but 
the feeling soon leaves. The few times I’ve 
asked her, she’s given me a mysterious 
smile and said, “A woman has to have 
some secrets from her husband, Ron, dar 
ling. Besides, I did come back to you 

And what can I answer to that? Espe 
cially when she lifts her sweet face, her 
lips inviting. Then she sighs softly and 


we kiss. I wouldn’t trade her now for a 
million. THE END 


“Tf—if you 
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Marriage 


(Continued from Page 19) 


just me and 
hum- 


forever. Then there would be 
Ron. parked on my steps. 
drum world kept slumbering without ever 
bothering us. 

The clock on a nearby building chimed 
warning strokes 


while a 


three times, and the heavy, 
brought me back to reality. 

“Well, good night. Ron.” I said, extend- 
ing my hand. “I’m a working girl and it’s 
sleepy time. You have my phone number. 
Call me real soon, won't you?” 

Ron’s fingers clutched mine. and I had 
no will to free myself. “How about ask- 
ing me in for a nightcap before I run 


along?” he suggested. 

“I—I don’t know what my landlady 
would say.” I answered doubtfully. “She 
doesn’t like men calling after midnight. 


But if you'd keep real quiet. I could fix 
you some coffee.’ 


“Coffee!” Ron’s voice rang with laugh- 


ter. “Ella, you are a rare one. You're just 
a strait-laced girl who drifted into that 


bunch at Eve’s by accident. Then it turns 


out you live in a place where you can’t 


have company when you feel like it. Then 
inviting me in for coffee instead of a high- 
ball—and, 

He bent quickly and kissed my lips. 
Miss Innocence. I'll 


and 


maybe company.” 
“But until tomorrow. 
pick you up at seven for supper 
show. Be ready—dear.” 

Ron’s kiss burnt like fire on my lips as 
I walked upstairs to my room. When I lay 
down to sleep, memory of his face stayed 
with me. The memory of his lips that had 
met and touched and caressed mine. 

Dear, he had called me. Dear. he was 
to me in spite of the fact that we lived by 
different rules for different goals. 
bell. the fol- 


I ran downstairs to meet 


When Ron rang the door 
lowing evening, 
him, my feet feeling as if they had wings. 
That was our But it 
easy relationship with a proper courtship 
to start and an engagement ring to follow. 
tormenting 
passion. Moments flesh 
ached from that ceaseless quest which gov- 
erned him, 

Even though Ron’s slightest 
my senses I wasn’t out for the 
second-rate thing that so many 
cept in place of marriage. I was deter- 
mined not to be any man’s Not 
even Ron’s, though I loved him so dearly 
that refusal was agony to bear. 

Ron 
I'd finish my day’s work, and we’d have 
supper in some intimate little place. After- 


beginning. was no 


There were moments of stark. 


when my _ very 


touch set 
reeling, 
girls ac- 


mistress. 


Sometimes, would meet me after 


wards he’d suggest that we’d drop in at 
Eve’s. Before long. in that 
insipid crowd would show up. too. The 
Drifters—that private nickname 
for them. And. they lived up 
to it. 

Drinks and flirtations. hysterical laugh- 
ter and smutty jokes composed their eve- 
If life held any other meaning for 

never learned it. None of them 
seemed to have any regard for the ties of 
None thought enough of their 
bother children. I 
wondered how Eve. so with 
all her love of fun, put up them. 
Maybe her generous heart 
barred nobody. 

I got used to seeing Charlene Kennedy 
and Monte Ladd stage public love scenes 
when both of them got a little high. Nor 
did I Stan Larkin, 
whose woman, mar- 
ried or single. The ran their 
lives might not come up to my standards, 


everybody else 


was my 
believe me. 


nings. 
them. I 


marriage. 
having 
level-headed 


marriages to 


with 
it was because 


concern myself with 
eyes roved over every 
way they 
but I had no business interfering. 

What did worry me. though. was Viva’s 
continued carrying-on with Ken Hall. Gen- 
with both Ken and Edna. 
joined the other 


been in 


erally. she came 
But from the time they 
guests. Edna might as well have 
China. It was Ken’s wife who sat glaring 
on the sofa while Ken tripped off the lat- 
numbers with a younger and 
And nobody except 


est boogie 
prettier rival. cared 


Edna. 


affair made me sick. Ken 
fifteen than 
girl who hung onto his every 
I couldn’t call her aside 
with her because Viva 
practically ignored me when we met at 
Eve’s parties. Neither did I feel free to 
take it up with Ron because I thought that 
he should have already acted in the role 
of a brother to end the stupid farce. 

The New Year came. and Eve threw one 


The Drifters. and 


(THE WHOLE 

Hall was older by 
the silly little 
word and look. 


years 


and thrash it out 


of her biggest parties. 
others like them. gathered to drink one 
empty year out and another one in. Shortly 
clock hands reached twelve, I 
bedroom where the guests 
I had a slight 


before the 
walked into a 
had thrown their things. 
cold, and from my 
purse. The door was jammed tight. I had 
to push hard to get it open. The light had 
turned off. As I fumbled for the 
switch, I heard a movement in the room. 

I stepped back Dimly 
silhouetted against the window were a man 


needed some tissues 


been 
astonishment. 


and a woman clutched in a tight embrace. 

I started to But. that 
ment, I sneezed. The couple whirled 
around, Dark was. | out the 
figures of Viva and Ken. 

“You 
don’t interfere 
not asking you to butt in on any business 


tiptoe out. mo- 


made 


prying snoop!” she hissed. “I 


between you and Ron. I’m 


of mine.” 
She was half-drunk and boiling with an- 
ger. I wanted to box her ears and give her 


a piece of my mind. Wanting to avoid any 
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quarrel with Ron’s sister, I kept retreating 
toward the door. 

“You saw nothing, Miss Carter,” Viva 
rasped. “And what you didn’t see won't 
hurt you.” She grasped me roughly. “Un- 
derstand?” 

I started to speak. but my words were 
drowned out by a piercing blast of whis- 
tles and a furious explosion of firecrack- 
ers. Nineteen fifty-one had fizzled out. 
Nineteen fifty-two was roaring in. 

I pulled away from her. and walked 
back into the living room as if nothing had 
happened. A few minutes later, Viva and 
Ken, looking somewhat touseled, rejoined 
the crowd. Viva said nothing to me the 
rest of the evening other than to wish me 
a curt “Happy New Year.” 

For a week. I brooded over that ugly 
episode in the bedroom. Not that I placed 
too much blame on Viva. who was young 
and giddy. My own sister, Joan, had been 
exactly Viva’s age when she’d gotten her- 
self involved with a married man as old 
and unprincipled as Ken Hall. My cour- 
age and counsel had straightened Joan out, 
then. Maybe firmness and determination 
on her brother’s part could steer Viva back 
to the correct path now. I felt sure that 
Ron would do something when I put the 
issue to him squarely. 

One evening when we were out driving, 
[ mustered the courage to tell Ron what 
I'd seen in the bedroom. I went on to say 
how much I thought of Viva even if she 
did keep me at such a distance. But, I 
added. it was treading on thin ice for any 
young girl to chase after a man already 
married. 

“Viva’s a good girl.” I said. “But she’s 
muddled and a little dizzy because she’s 
suffering from growing pains. Offer her a 
strong arm to lean on for awhile, and she'll 
make you proud of her.” 

To my surprise, Ron showed no inter- 
est. If anything, he seemed annoyed be- 
cause I'd pushed the problem of Viva on 
him. 

“Give her a good talking-to, Ron,” I per- 
sisted. “Tell her Ken Hall’s no good. Then 
start being closer to her as a_ brother 
should be.” 

Ron stopped the car so suddenly that I 
was nearly jolted from my seat. “Don’t 
pester me about Viva,” he flung out. “If 
she hasn’t learned to take care of herself 
from all her running around, she never 
will.” 

For a minute, I was too stunned to an- 
swer anything. How could Ron—how 
could any man—be so unconcerned about 
his own sister? Ron—Ron, my heart kept 
saying. It isn’t only what you’re doing to 
Viva. letting her flounder along like this. 
It’s what you are doing to yourself by not 
facing up to responsibilities. The respon- 
sibility of caring for a sister—of taking a 
wife- 

[ couldn’t help bursting out crying. Ron 
put his arm around me and tried to be con- 
vincing about what he felt. 

“Sure I know Viva’s headed for trouble 

or maybe she isn’t. She’s mixed up with 


<4 





the worst heel in town, but she’s no babe. 
She’s of legal age to get married and I 
jolly well wish she would. But everybody 
has to take his own bumps. Nobody can 


cushion them for you. That’s what I 
learned from combat drill in the army. 
And life’s nothing but combat with every- 
body. in every relation. Whether it’s love, 
business, or a game of pinochle, everyone’s 
trying to outsmart the other.” 

I sat up and dabbed away my tears. 
“This isn’t the army.” I retorted. “The 
world we live in isn’t run by drill ser- 
geants.” 

Ron’s shoulders shrugged wearily. “I 
don’t know who runs it or what for. But 
I can’t be a missionary and save it. Viva 
lives her life as she pleases. I do the same. 
That’s our bargain. and nobody can per- 
suade us that it should be any different.” 

Which was telling me, not too sweetly, 
to mind my own business. The same thing 
Viva had told me when Id surprised her 
in the bedroom. If brother and sister were 
united on anything it was in their belief 
that anybody had a right to do anything 
he chose. regardless of who got hurt. 

I couldn’t see it. Suppose I had for- 
saken Joan when she got into that jam 
with a married man? Wasn’t Ron for- 
saking Viva in the downhill course she 
had chosen? Joan—and my loyalty. Viva— 
and Ron’s indifference. The comparison 
made my mind stagger. 

We drove on to a little glade where Ron 
parked the car. It was a heavenly night 
in early spring. Moonlight bathed the 
leaves of the tall cypress trees. A few feet 
away. a creek laughed and sang. Ron 
drew me close, his lips crushing mine. The 
last tear blended with the first kiss into a 
passionate tenderness between us two. 

I was Ron’s. He was mine. Nothing 
mattered but his closeness. and my deep 
longing to be always in his arms. Oh, Ron. 
Oh, Ron. I clasped his face in my hands 
and drew him to me again. The world 
and all the loneliness I’d known before 
I fell in love flamed between us. Viva and 
her problems became so many shadows 
crumbling into nothingness beneath the 
glory of this minute. 

It was late when we left the place. As 
we drove toward my home. I noticed how 
many changes had taken place in Ron. 
The heavy circles were gone from his eyes. 
His hand was steadier on the wheel as we 
coasted along. We were beginning to see 
less of the crowd, and Ron drank little 
when we did attend their parties. 

I’ve been good—very good—for you, my 
darling, | thought. There’s so much more 
I could do for you, if you would only take 
the first step and make me your wife. 

After kissing Ron good-night. I walked 
up the steps in a dream-like trance. My 
mind told me everything would work out 
perfectly. In due time. Rob would ask 
me to marry him. I couldn’t imagine a 
man not wanting a home with a girl who 
loved him as much as I did Ron. 

Everything seemed so right during those 
haunting moments before I dropped off to 





sleep. But enchantment withered when | 
woke to the reality of my four walls. I had 
tried to banish Ron’s torturing lack oj 
consideration for Viva into some dim cor. 
ner where it would never trouble me again, 
But all at once, it welled up to make ny 
heart tighten again. 

Viva and me. Ron’s sister and his sweet. 
heart. We were the two women to whom 
he owed every obligation of love and loyal. 
ty. Yet he refused to shoulder the respon. 
sibilities of a brother toward one and , 
husband toward the other. 

Blind, overwhelming fear possessed me. 
My eyes groped around the room to see 
Ron’s picture smiling at me from my 
dresser. For a minute I gazed at it-~an( 
memory was a veil of tenderness that 
blurred everything else. But only for , 
minute— 

There were other things I had not seer 
before. Heedlessness. Neglect of duty. 4 
lack of ambition that made him stay put 
in the job that he hated. Indecision— 
that damning fault which paralyzes an 
woman trying to help her man forge ahead, 

He’s satisfied with things as they are 
I thought. However phony and makeshitf 
they may be. Satisfied with his silly, stu. 
pid crowd who were such counterfeits a 
friends. Satisfied to let Viva go on with 
a sleazy little affair when he should be 
helping her find a decent, loyal husband. 

Something snapped when I realized hoy 
I stood with him. For, actually. I had no 
standing. 

I was neither his wife. nor his mistress, 
Any way I saw myself, I was simply a git! 
tagging along in a man’s life, knowing 
no more than he where they were bound— 
except that the path could lead nowhere 
but to a weary dead end of bitterness ané 
regret. 

I tried to steady my nerves with coffee 
but it tasted like acid on my lips. I picked 
up the phone and called Madame Keefe 
pleading illness as an excuse to be absent 
from work. For long hours I tried to 
piece together some meaning from thes 
six months of loving Ron Murray. 

A dozen times, that day. I’d made w 
my mind to renounce Ron and all the 
precious dreams I’d built around him. My 
heart might cling to all sorts of hopes tha! 
were foolish and wistful. But truth, crum 
bling my castles. told me that we two hat 
never been meant for each other. 

I was the strait-laced girl. who even 
with a lover, must stop short of giving 
herself. To Ron, love was a game of a night. 

Wisdom required that I face fact. Fae 
told me that nothing could exist betwee 
us but agony and unhappiness— 

The clock ticked off the dreary hour 
Noon. Four. Six. Eight—the hour whet 
Ron was due for our evening date. The 
bell rang. My landlady opened the doot 
Standing at the head of the staircase, ! 
called Ron to come up. 

He stared unbelievingly when he sa¥ 
me so limp and haggard. 


“Why, what’s the matter. Ella?” hk 
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asked anxiously. “Aren’t you feeling well? 
Should I call a doctor?” 

I wanted to tell him we were through. 
How simple and brave and sensible I'd 
meant my words to be. But how stubborn- 
ly love blocked my tongue when I looked 
into his face. 

“Tell me. dear.” Ron coaxed. 
has upset you?” 

All my resolutions melted 
touch. All my firm intentions and all my 
noble resignation. “Ron.” I blurted out, 
“do you intend to marry me?” 

There was silence in the room. I didn’t 
dare look into his eyes after being so 


“What 


under _ his 


brazen. My whole life depended on his 
answer. Time stood still while I waited 
for it. 

I felt him stiffen. “You’ve—you’ve 


asked me a hard question. Ella.” he stam- 
mered. “I'd never marry anybody but you. 
Except I just can’t think of marriage at all. 
I'm just too balled-up for any woman to 
take me on as a lifetime proposition.” 

I had my answer. He’d handed it to me 
straight. Once again, I was back at zero. 

“Forget it.” I said miserably. trying to 
salvage some straw of pride. “I—TI’ve been 
alittle bit nervous—that’s all—” 

Then a big lump mounted in my throat, 
and what was left of pride went flying out 
the window. 

“Tt’s—it’s just that a girl has nothing 
to lodk forward to—unless—when she goes 
out with a man. he—” My words made no 
more sense than I felt. 

Ron reached out a pacifying hand but 
I drew back angrily. “Try to see my side 
of it. Ella.” he begged. “I have to find 
myself before I can dare get married. I 
have to get back into my old trade in or- 
der to earn enough to keep a wife, and 
that may take two or three years. I—I 
just can’t ask a woman who loves me to 
wait that long. It—it would be so unfair 
to her.” 

Men can be so big-hearted when they’re 
put in a position that makes them seem 
small. “Unfair.” I flared. “Unfair to ask 
a woman to take the risks—and the tri- 
umphs—with you as a wife. But very fair 
to ask that she be your girl because you 
want her for just one reason.” 

Ron looked shamed and guilty. “It isn’t 
quite that, Ella—though I don’t pretend 
to be any saint. But once—once I 
[ got my ‘dear John’ letter in the 


was 
engaged. 
trenches at Bataan.” 

So that was it. Some silly girl who had 
jilted him—one of those who went for a 
uniform but forgot it as soon as it was 
out of sight. 
him, but I did. Yes. I loved him so tenderly 
and more than ever now that he had told 
me. And I was certain that a loyal woman 
can mend so easily what a fickle woman 
destroys. 

“The war is over, Ron,” I said softly. 


She could have never loved 


“It’s time that everything connected with 
ithe forgotten. Make a new start, dear- 
make it with me.” 


“II wish that-$ could.” he muttered. 
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“But I swore I’d never let myself get so 
involved again. I have to stick to it.” 

His words cut to the quick because 
they brought me down to the size of a 
trifling little nobody who would have been 
faithless to any man. 

“What you’ve just said, Ron.” I asked. 
“Ts that final?” 

Ron nodded. “I’m afraid that it is, Ella.” 

I couldn’t let him see how hard the blow 
hit. ‘All right, Ron,” I answered calmly, 
“I’m afraid the romance is over. We 
might as well be frank and admit that 
we're looking for entirely different things. 
Let’s wind matters up while we can do it 
without hating each other.” 

Ron’s face sagged. “Do you mean that, 


Ella?” 
“I’m afraid I do. Goodbye—good luck, 
Ron.” 


\ minute later, I was listening to his 
slow steps on the stairs—each step joining 
the slow beat of my heart in a measured 


dirge. 


: OW I managed to keep some grip on 

life I’ve never known. For weeks, 
Ron’s picture stayed on my wall, haunting 
me when I opened my eyes in the morning 
and closed them at night. I finally put it 
away with my other keepsakes of him— 
with the sterling silver vanity case he’d 
given me at Christmas and the absurd 
kewpie doll he’d won for me at a lodge 
fair. 

Six lonely months went by—and each 
month was like ten gray years. For a while, 
[ tried filling in with my old clubs. But 
now they were more depressing than ever. 
Church helped. Except that I generally 
felt too tired and spiritless to get up and 
dress for Sunday morning services. 

With all my strength, I concentrated on 
forgetting Ron. “He has forgotten you,” I 
kept trying to convince myself. “If he re- 
members you at all, it is to laugh at the 
clutching woman who tried so desperately 
to grab him.” 

Yet the more I concentrated, the harder 
it was to forget. For there was hardly a 
corner in Memphis that did not bear some 
nostalgic memory of Ron. 

There was the cozy little restaurant near 
the office, the movie house that had known 
us as regular customers, the gift shop 
where he’d bought me so many treasured 
little things that I should have long since 
wrapped up and returned. 

Pride wouldn’t allow me to ask Eve 
about him when she came in for her weekly 
beauty session. But one day, she brought 
up the subject in that frank way of hers. 

“IT saw Ron today and he was asking if 
I'd seen you. Really, dear, don’t you think 
you were a little hasty in sending him 
away?” 

Only a slight quiver of my hand betrayed 
my agitation. “How is Viva?” I asked, 
avoiding a direct answer. 

Eve shook her head. “Still carrying on 
with Ken Hall. I’m afraid—terribly afraid 
for her.” 

I tried not to concern myself about Ron 


96 


or Viva as I gave everything that I had to 
my work. Madame Keefe made me her as- 
sistant manager. which eased some of the 
rawness I felt. I rented an apartment, then 
busied myself buying and arranging fur- 
niture. 

I spent evenings shifting and adjusting 
things. When a woman has no husband to 
fuss over, she fusses around with furnish- 
ings. While I fiddled with drapes and cur- 
tains, I tried calmly to estimate my future. 

Marriage seemed out for me. But there 
were compensations that life offered bach- 
elor girls: maintaining pretty living quar- 
ters, entertaining friends. collecting books 
and trinkets, advancing in work. 

Everything went all right until a vagrant 
little wind whipped at the curtains, remind- 
ing me of that evening in the glade with 
Ron. Then I sat down and cried hysteri- 
cally, knowing that everything is mocking 
emptiness for a woman unless she has a 
mate to share it with. 

One drab, lonely evening followed an- 
other. Two or three times, I meant to invite 
people over, but somehow I never got around 
to it. On a chill night in autumn, I sat 
listening to the radio. A dreamy tune 
that reminded me too poignantly of those 
months with Ron was interrupted by one 


one’s 


sharp ringing of my telephone. 

“It’s Zelda or Trudie or Fritzie.” I 
thought. They all were unattached girls 
who spent off-hours dialing each other for 
want of something better to do. “I’m really 
in no mood for chit-chat.” 

The phone stopped ringing. 
minutes later. it began again. 

“Oh, drat it.” I said, getting up from my 
chair. “It’s Zelda wanting to jabber about 
some man who, she imagines, made a pass 
at her. Or Trudie wanting to rave about 
the new rug she bought for the living 


But, five 


room.” 

I picked up the receiver. “Hello, hello, 
Ella,” a man’s voice spoke frantically. I 
recognized it as Ron’s. “I must see you 
at once.” 

My hands started jigging crazily. “I- 
I’m sorry,” I answered, trying to be cool. 
“Everything has been said. There’s no point 
in my seeing you again.” 

“Ella—Ella—listen!” Ron was pleading. 
“Tt’s about Viva. She’s in serious trouble 
and you're the only one who can help. 
Please come right away.” 

For just a second, I hesitated. I'd washed 
my hands of the Murrays. Then I felt a 
little cheap for letting personal feeling in- 
terfere with any help I might give a person 
in difficulty. “All right, Ron,” I consented, 
“Tl be right over.” 

Five minutes later, I was in a taxi bound 
for Ron’s flat. He was standing by the 
door, waiting for me when I arrived. His 
face was haggard and unshaven. I guessed 
that he hadn’t slept for several nights. 

“Ella, thank God you're here!” he 
gasped. “Come on in.” I walked into the 
tiny apartment. Cigarette butts strewn on 
the floor, a pile of unwashed dishes in the 


sink testified to some crisis that had hit 
this household. 

Ron sat down beside me on the sofa, 
“Tt’s about Viva.” he said brokenly. “She's 
too ashamed to come out and meet you, 
She—she’s going to have a baby.” 

I was stunned even though I had fore. 
seen this as the end of Viva’s frolicking, 
I didn’t have to ask the name of the man 
in this whole sordid business. For months, 
every gossip-monger had chewed over the 
doings of Ken Hall and Viva Murray. 

Ron lit a cigarette and ground it out on 
the floor after two quick puffs. “It’s all my 
fault.” he groaned. “You warned me to 
take care of Viva. But I was too wrapped 
up in my own little troubles to be a brother 
to her and too selfish to want to be a hus. 
band to you—” 

“Please, Ron.” I broke in. “Let’s not 
talk about us. Let’s see what we can do 
to help Viva.” For when I thought of her, 
I was remembering Joan who, but for my 
vigilance, would have become involved in 
the same kind of unsavory mess with a 
married man. 

Ron began nervously pacing the floor. 
Then he turned and faced me. 

“We have to talk about us.” 
“because it all fits into the same picture. 
I couldn’t see you as a wife. But now |] 
have to be honest and say that I offered 
you the same kind of shabby deal Ken Hall 
handed Viva.” 

He slumped in a chair and buried his 
face in his hands. “This is the payoff.” he 
groaned. “Viva’s in this jam and I cant 
pull her out of it. Everything’s busted up 
between us. No wonder you despise me so.” 

It wasn’t some kind of pitying impulse 
that made me rise and cross the room to 
him. It was love—the love that stands 
proud and complete in a woman’s heart 
when a man has the simple courage to ad- 
mit he’s been wrong. 

My hands grasped his. “Oh, Ron, I don’ 
despise you.” Then I stopped short, re. 
membering how he had once rejected me. 

Ron looked at me. I couldn’t tell which 
was strongest on his face—love or wonder. 
“You mean,” he said, “it isn’t too late for 
us? You asked me to make a new statl 
with you.” Suddenly, I felt his lips ver 
close to mine. “I’m ready to make thal 
start if you haven’t changed your mind, 
he whispered. 

My hands reached out to cup his face. 
“Pll marry you on one condition, Ron.” 

“Name it, darling.” 

“That we adopt Viva’s baby when it’ 
born and bring it up as our child.” 

He leaned toward me. There was noth 
ing between his lips and mine. They wer 
so tightly sealed that nothing might have 
torn them—or us—from each other. 

Sad years became shining years from 
that moment on. Now for so long a time. 
I have known a woman’s glory of bein 
loved by a man who has gone forward it 
life because her faith is his challenge. 


THE END 


he said, 
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Afraid 
Of Love 


(Continued from Page 38) 





to quit living. not at my age. I support the 
family; I clothe you and Marilyn; and any 
time you feel like a little fun, I'll be in- 
terested. As long as you keep on flaunting 
your prissy ways, I’l]—” 

I remember the weakness that stole into 
my knees as I waited for the threat. I 
think it was the first time I realized that 
Paul might leave me some day. 

“You'll do what, Paul?” I asked 

“Oh, nothing,” he said quickly. 
it!” 

He tried to turn it off lightly, but I knew 
he had ideas. I should have known the 
night would come when he would slam the 


“Skip 


car door and roar off. 

One night, Paul and I were awakened. 
Little Marilyn was crying as if she’d had 
a bad dream. 

“Mama! Daddy!” she cried. 

Both of us leaped out of bed—one of the 
few times we were in harmony in those 
days—and rushed to our daughter’s room. 
I got there first. But Paul pushed me aside 
as he arrived beside her bed. 

“There’s nothing here to be afraid of,” 


he told her tenderly, holding her little 
hand. “Now, look,” he continued, “you’re 


honey. You mustn’t be afraid.” 
” Marilyn said to 
She began 
into 


a big girl, 

“T can’t help it, daddy, 
him, her eyes wide with fright. 
to whimper and he lifted her 
his arms, meanwhile frowning angrily at 

I had to do something, I felt. 

“Paul,” I said, “I'll take care of her. I— 
I'll stay with her until she’s asleep again.” 

He didn’t want to give her to me. He 
really loved her (I wished many times that 
he'd fall in love with her mother again). 
But, he handed her over, and hurried out, 
slamming the door behind him. 


gently 


No sooner was he gone than little Mari- 
lyn asked, “Mom, why didn’t you let daddy 
stay with me?” 

I didn’t tell him to go, Marilyn, darling. 
He just left,” I answered. 

“But. you didn’t want him to stay,” she 
said in a hurt tone which made my heart 
miss a beat. 

“Mom, what’s wrong with you and dad- 
dy?” Marilyn asked insistently. 

The question caught me by surprise. 
What could I tell her? I tried a lie: 


« ; i = 
There’s nothing wrong, darling. What 
made you think so?” 

“You just don’t act right,” she said. 


“You won’t let me play with other chil- 
dren. Daddy says you should let me play. 
He says I should have a bike—a big bike— 
that I should go swimming. He’s 





nice. 


Mom. I like 
daddy.” 

How my heart ached. I couldn’t bear to 
lose my daughter’s love, too. 

“Marilyn,” I said, “when I was a little 
girl, I thought I knew better than my 
mother. But, I found out she knew best. 
I’m trying to do the right thing for you. 
Daddy means but . don’t worry 
about it, darling. Just go to sleep. I'll 
leave the light on—” 

I stroked her forehead, noticing how 
much she resembled Paul. She had the 
same deep-set brown eyes, straight. slender 
nose, clefted chin and soft. hair. 
Where was / in my own daughter? I tried 
there was little of 


why can’t you be like daddy? 


well, 


curly 


to see my image—but, 
me there. 

In a few minutes, Marilyn was asleep. 
Gingerly, I placed her back on her bed, 
tucked her in, and tip-toed out of her room. 
Paul was still awake in our room. 

“Marilyn,” he told me, “you’re making 
a mental wreck out of that child. Mark 
my words!” 

didn’t answer. I didn’t know what to 
say. 

This incident widened the rift between 
us. 

Then, came the night of the basketball 
game. When Paul offered me a ticket, I 
refused and he rushed out of the house. 

After Paul was gone. I sat at the table 

long while. Eventually, I got up. went 
to the sink, turned on the water, and 
started washing the supper dishes. But, as 
I looked into the window behind the sink I 
saw my image. It wasn’t a pretty picture. 
I looked lots older than I was. My eyes 
were from Dried tears 
made my face look dirty, like a little kid’s 
after he’s been beaten in a fight. I was old 
before my time. 

Seeing age creeping up in the wrinkles 
of my forehead, the lifelessness in my eyes, 
the disarray of my hair—the whole. com- 
plete unattractiveness of me—I decided 
in some way, I must try to 
salvage our marriage, that I must regain 
Paul’s lost love. I glanced at the table, 
saw the little blue ticket. and suddenly de- 
cided I would take Paul up on his offer. 
I'd surprise him! 

Quickly, I dropped the dish cloth, for- 
getting that there was no one to watch 
Marilyn, and hurried to the bedroom. I 
was going to show Paul that I could be a 
woman. I hadn’t felt such a spark of fight- 
back in years, perhaps in all my life. 

I'd get dressed. I told myself, and catch 
a cab to the stadium. I'd meet Paul—and 
try to enjoy the game. Maybe that would 
make him happy again. 

I fumbled for a 


came to was old and faded. 


swollen crying. 


that somehow. 


The first one I 
When had I 
bought a new dress? I selected 
another. I had to hurry if I was going to 
get to the stadium before the game started. 
Finally, I had my best dress, a little out of 
date, but my best nevertheless. Hurriedly, 
I dressed and sat down to powder my face. 

I had been afraid all my life. I must 
not be afraid now, [ told myself. I must 


dress. 


Ages ago! 
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take hold, grab back my husband, save 
him, hold him, love him—make him happy, 
make him love me again. Yes, I would! 

Soon, I was ready. I grabbed up my 
purse, rushed back to the kitchen for the 
ticket, then hurried through the living 
room. I was going out— 


EFORE I reached the door, however, I 

heard Paul’s key grate in the lock. I 
was stunned; it was the least-expected 
thing. The game couldn’t be over yet. 
What was he doing home so soon? 

He walked in, pausing momentarily to 
clear the surprise out of his brain as he 
saw me on my way out— 

“Where’re you going?” he asked as if 
he had forgotten all about the ticket he’d 
left me. 

“Paul, I—I was going to the stadium... 
to meet you. My headache’s gone. I want 
to see the game—with you.” 

“I changed my mind.” he said casually. 
“T met some friends. I’m going to a party 
instead. I came home to change—’ 

He was walking out on me. I had to do 
something—fast. 

I moved toward him, tentatively. “Paul,” 
I stammered, “I want to... to tell you 
something. I was going to the stadium be- 
cause ... well, I’ve changed. Paul—” 

He stared at me, uncomprehendingly. 

Tears ran down my cheeks, but I didn’t 
wipe them away. “I’m going to be differ- 
ent, Paul. I’m going to be a woman again. 
I really am, Paul.” 

I was trying my best. I was begging him 
to take me into his arms and crush me 
against his strong body. I wanted to be 
kissed. I wanted to be a wife again. But, 
Paul didn’t understand or maybe he didn’t 
care. He walked past me into the living 
room, started changing his clothes. 

I followed him. “Paul—” I began. 

“Tt’s too late. Marilyn,” he said in a 
quiet, matter-of-fact way. 

“What is it, Paul?” I fairly screamed. 
“Why can’t you give me a chance? Is it— 
is it that Susan?” 

He stopped for just a second, his body 
stiffening as though I had stuck a gun in 
his back. 

“What do you know about Susan?” he 
asked. 

“I’ve heard things,” I said. 

“Forget what you’ve heard.” he com- 
manded. “Don’t worry about it!” 

“But. I'm your wife,” I wailed. “I know 
you're going out to see her tonight, just 
like you have been off and on for two 
years!” 

He turned to me, scorn in his 
“What of it? A man’s a man. And a real 
man wants a woman—a real woman.” 

Each word struck me like a hammer, 
jolting me, rocking me, stunning me. I 
grabbed for a last straw: 

“But, what about little Marilyn, our 
daughter. Surely, you don’t want to hurt 








eyes. 


” 





her 
“T won’t hurt her,” he said, “as much as 
you will.” 
In a last burst of effort, I pleaded: 


“Paul, you can’t do this to me! I won’ 
let you!” I was lying on the bed, sobbing. 

“Marilyn,” he said, like one addressing 
an audience, “if you could have been a wife 
to me .. . God knows, I waited patiently 
all these years. Now, I'm tired of waiting, 
I’m getting older. We made a mistake, bu 
we tried to straighten it out. I thought you 
would understand, but you never did. In 
tired, Marilyn—tired of too-nice women,” 

“Don’t say that, Paul,” I screamed. “I’m 
going to be different. I swear it—” 

“It’s no use, Marilyn,” he said impa 
tiently. “Can’t you understand. [I think it 
would be better if I left anyhow. This way 
isn’t any good. I'll see that you get money 
for our daughter and—” 

“Stop it! Stop it!” I shouted. My anger 
was mixed with anguish. “I’ve done my 
best. I’ve kept a nice home—as nice as 
possible. I’ve raised your child—” 

“Raised her! You’ve practically ruined 
her before she had a chance to live.” he 
shouted back. “Look at her! She’s afraid 
of her own shadow. She'll be just like you 
—and I pity the man she marries!” 

“But girls can’t do the things boys do,” 
I said. trying to hold him a few minutes 
longer. “They’re not as strong. She needs 
us both!” 

“I’m leaving.” Paul said with finality. 
“T’ve had all I can take. You can’t help 
the way you are. But, I’m fed up and I'm 
getting out. Believe me, that’s the best. 
You'll see—’ 

The next minute Paul was gone. What 
was I going to tell little Marilyn now? 

The next few days were filled with Mari- 
lyn’s constant questioning. “Where’s dad- 
dy? When is daddy coming home? 
Where’s daddy?” I lied that he had gone 
on a trip, but young as she was, Marilyn 
seemed to understand that I was lying. 
Moreover. she seemed to blame me for 
daddy’s not being home. 

I tried to lose myself in housework. | 
wanted to make our home more attractive 
to Marilyn—and more attractive for Paul, 
if he came back. 

I kept telling myself that he’d be back: 
that a woman like Susan couldn’t keep 
him. 

I redecorated the bedroom, made new 
taffeta bedspreads and hung up matching 
draperies. I did thé same in Marilyn’ 
room. The old, red leather chair Pail 
bought when we first moved North I moved 
to the basement and in its place I puta 
satin chaise lounge I'd bought on the in- 
stallment plan at a second-hand store. 

But, this didn’t help me inside. I was 
sick and lonely; I wanted my man back 
home. I felt the same anxiousness for fun. 
joy. pleasure—call it what you will—that 
I had felt after I got my job and met Paul. 
At night. alone in bed, I cried until I fell 
asleep from sheer exhaustion. Then, ! 
dreamed tricky little fraudulent fantasies 
that brought Paul and me back together. 
happily. in love. My dreams were like 
movies. Everything went smoothly; they 
always ended on the up-beat—until I 
awoke to find an empty pillow, an unslept 
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in spot; until I looked in the closet and 
saw only Paul’s old clothes, the ones he 
didn’t care about. Then, I knew all over 
that I was again alone in the world, with 
not even a gruff, old aunt to whom I could 
turn for some measure of consolation. 

It was in those days that I decided that, 
maybe, Paul was right about the way I was 
raising Marilyn. I tried being more of a 
“pal.” let her play with the kids on the 
block, even took some of the money Paul 
sent by mail and bought her a big bike. 
She seemed to brighten up as my attitude 
toward her changed. Still, she missed her 
daddy and she kept on repeating it to me 
in a way to let me know she believed I was 
at fault. “When is daddy coming back 
home, Mommy?” Marilyn would ask. “I 
want daddy back. Why did you make him 
leave?” What could I say? How could I 
keep on lying—telling her “daddy will be 
home soon” when even I was about to be- 
lieve that I had lost him for good? 

Then, one day, as I took her into a res- 
taurant for a malt, the lie was proven to 
her, for sitting in a booth were her daddy 
and Susan. Marilyn looked up at me ac- 
cusingly, then rushed over to him. At first, 
he didn’t know what to do. Then, quickly, 
he smiled, hugged her close to him, and I 
could tell he was introducing her to Susan. 
I turned my back and walked toward a 
counter stool just as Marilyn asked in a 
loud voice: “Daddy, when’re you coming 
back home?” 

What could I do? I couldn’t lose Mari- 
lyn, too, no matter what. This was no time 
for tears. Quickly, before I could lose cour- 
age, I rushed over to where they were, still 
chatting gaily and grabbed Marilyn away 
from him, saying: “Come on, it’s time we 
went home—” 

“But, isn’t daddy coming too?” little 
Marilyn pleaded. “Aren’t you going to 
speak to him, Mom?” 

I never looked back, just dragged her on 
out of the store, trying not to hear her 
heart-breaking crying, and hurried home. 
Then the dam broke and tears gushed 
down my face as though a dike had split 
in my very soul. Little Marilyn, bewil- 
dered by it all, made a childish attempt to 
console me. She said she’d go get daddy. 
But, I said no. “Daddy has another wife 
now. He doesn’t want us!” 

“But, he does, Mom,” little Marilyn pro- 
tested, and it seemed that she was trying 
to grow up right before my eyes. “He was 
glad to see me. He couldn’t like that old 
woman he was with, Mom. I know it. You 
could make him come back—i/ you wanted 
to—” 

It’s amazing the pertinent things little 
children can say. The things that can tear 
your heart out by the roots. Little Marilyn 
was barely 11 years old, yet- 

“But, I do want him back,” I told her, 
perhaps for the first time talking to her 
sincerely as though she were anything but 
achild. “I wanted him the night he left. 
Iwant him back for both of us, Marilyn. 
But, I don’t know how to get him back!” 


She seemed to understand more than I 
did. 

“Tl tell you how, Mom,” she said. 

I found myself asking my child: “How?” 

“Just go over to that old restaurant and 
grab him like you did me!” she said. 

How darling—how naive! How utterly 
sweet, I thought. I reached and 
hugged her tight. I felt as though I was 
being born again. 

“T’ll get him back,” I promised. “Tl get 
daddy back—for us!” 

Then, she hugged me. She returned my 
love. I knew I just had to get Paul back— 
but how? 


down 


GUESS if you want something badly 

enough, you'll get it. It isn’t ours to 
question the workings of Fate, the unseen 
hand. 

One morning, about two months after 
I'd seen Paul with Susan, I got a phone 
call. Sleepily, I picked up the receiver and 
answered. 

“Hello—hello,” a feminine voice said, as 
if I hadn’t been heard. 

“Hello—” I repeated. 

“Are you Mrs. Marilyn Parker?” the 
voice inquired. 

“Yes—yes, I am,” I replied, suddenly 
apprehensive. “Who’s calling?” 

“This is Union General Hospital,” the 
voice said. “Can you come down here right 
away?” 

“Yes—but, why?” 

“It’s your husband,” the voice told me. 
“He’s been in an accident—and, he’s been 
asking for you—” 

“Ts it—is it serious?” I asked. 

The voice was silent just a fraction of a 
second, as though restraining from impart- 
ing bad news. “Mrs. Parker,” she said 
after the pause, “I advise you to get down 
here as soon as you can. Will you come?” 

“Yes—yes, right away.” 

I didn’t have much time to think. Paul 
was hurt and asking for me. I had to go 
to see him. Yet, as I rode a cab to the hos- 
pital, I couldn’t help wondering what had 
happened. Suppose he died! It would be 
my fault.” 

“Oh, Lord.” I whispered, “please have 
mercy on... Paul. Please, Lord—” 

After I had identified myself at the hos- 
pital desk. I was taken to his ward. On 
the way, a nurse told me that Paul had 
been in a bad auto accident. His condition 
was serious, but the doctors hoped they 
could pull him through. That’s why they 
wanted me to come. They had to operate 
to remove pressure on his brain. 

I shuddered as the nurse described his 
injuries. Then, I had one question, one 
thing I had to know before I saw him. 

“Was he- . alone?” I asked 
the nurse. 

She caught my unspoken thought right 
away, but faced up with an answer. 

“No,” she said. “There was a woman—a 
Susan Hawkins. She was killed instantly.” 

I gasped. “Does he know?” I asked. 

“No,” she said again. “He was uncon- 


was he a 


scious when they brought him in.” 
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“Has he—has he... asked for her?” 

“No.” the nurse said a third time, “only 
for you.” 

\s I walked to Paul’s bed, she told me: 
“Please don’t excite him, Mrs. Parker. He’s 
hanging by a thin thread.” 

“IT understand,” I told her. 

The sight of Paul lying there, almost 
clothed in bandages at once opened the 
flood-gates of sympathy as well as those of 
love. I wanted him so much—to get well, 
to come back to me, to be mine again. I 
would forgive him and hoped he’d forgive 
me 

“Paul,” I whispered, leaning close. “It’s 
Marilyn. It’s me, Paul.” 

Slowly his eyes opened. He looked at 
me. first, as though he had trouble focus- 
ng. then with full recognition. 

‘I'm glad you came,” he said. 

Tears welled up in my eyes and spilled 
over. 

‘I came as soon as I heard,” I told him. 

“You did?” he asked unbelievingly. “I’m 
glad. Marilyn. I wanted to tell you”— 
he tried hard to say what was on his mind 

“T wanted to tell you that I was wrong. 
I'd like to come back to you 


I’m sorry. 
and our daughter- 
“We want you back, Paul,” I said. “We 
want you back as soon as you’re well!” 
“You do?” he asked again in a tone 
which said it was too good to be true. I 


knew he was sincere. “You're a good 
woman, Marilyn. You’re a good woman. 
Susan and I are through. I was taking her 
home for the last time when—” 

I laid a hand gently on his arm. “I know. 
Paul. I know all about it. Now, try to get 
some sleep so you'll be well soon.” 

“Tell little Marilyn ‘hello’ for me, will 
you please?” 

“Sure, Paul,” I said. “Dll bring her to 
see you—this evening!” 

“You will?” he asked again. “You're a 
good woman, Marilyn. My kind of woman. 
I was a fool—” 

He sank into slumber as a nurse took my 
arm and led me away. 

On my way home, I prayed like I had 
never prayed before. “Please, Lord, save 
my Paul—” 

The Lord heard my prayers. for Paul 
recovered. Little Marilyn and I took him 
home, where we cared for him until he was 
up and around again. It’s been a year. 
now, since the accident. We're a happy 
little family. Paul and I, together. are 
raising little Marilyn. We’re all happy. 
We're all in love. Paul with me; I with 
Paul; and the two of us with little Marilyn, 
who loves us both. 

There have been many dark days. days 
when the clouds hid the sun, but all that’s 
gone for good. It’s nothing but blue skies— 
from now on! 





Teen Talk 
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tainment committee together or to organize 
a party, space them so that someone else 
can get a word in edgewise. 

If you should run on and on thoughtless- 
ly until someone asks you to please hang up 
or a few minutes so that they can make an 
important call, be big enough to do it. 
Party lines at best are trials to someone. 
We would be the first to admit that nobody 
mn earth could be as long-winded as Mrs. 
Brown. or that widow Talbert, but that does 
not give you cause to be just as selfish, nor 
loes it give you license to be discourteous. 

If you find the line busy, hang up. Don’t 
avesdrop or cut in on the conversation 
with any of your sass. If there is a prob- 
lem person on your party line, let Mother 
and Dad handle it. After all, they pay the 
bill : 

Telephone courtesy, like any other char- 
itable act begins at home. The way you 
answer the phone and take messages for 
other members ot your family reflects your 

haracter and disposition. 

\ cross, curt “hello,” followed by a care- 
ess dropping of the receiver and a loud 
Hey. Squirt, telephone!” needs no com- 
ment Better let the phone ring rather than 
inswer it when annoyed or angry. And if 
you are going to bestir yourself, do so as 
soon as the phone rings, not after you find 
that no one else is going to make the move. 

\side from being prompt, pleasant and 
courteous in answering the telephone, the 


” 


ability to take information properly is next 


} 


in importance. If the call is for Mary and 
she is not nearby but can be located, don’t 
just leave the party dangling at the other 
end. Say. “One moment, please. I will 
call her.” If Mary is unable to come to the 
phone, advise “Mary cannot come to the 
phone at the moment. May I take your 
number and have her call back?” Or. 
“Mary is not in. May I take the message?” 

“Taking the message” means writing it 
down accurately and leaving it where Mary 
can find it as soon as she arrives. You 
would like for her to get your calls straight, 
wouldn’t you? 

Watch your language. Don’t curse or 
use vulgar words. Speaking softly and dis- 
tinctly brings much better results than yell- 
ing through the mouthpiece. Even long 
distance calls (and never make them with- 
out first getting permission) do not require 
an increase in lung voltage. 

If you get a wrong number, say that you 
are sorry. If a wrong number gets you. 
continue to be sorry—and pleasant no mat- 
ter who’s to blame. 

Telephone discourtesy also includes be- 
havior while others are talking. Be con- 
siderate enough to turn the radio or TV 
down while conversation is in progress. 
Don’t yell, sing or run the vacuum when 
someone else is on the telephone. Don’t 
try to bully mother into giving you permis- 
sion to do something while she is trying to 
talk to a friend. If an emergency arises, 
write 4 note and hand it to her. 

Good telephone habits not only make you 
stand out as a clever and poised chick or 
cat, but may mean the difference between 
your getting and holding a good job 





I Was 
The Other 


Woman 


(Continued from Page 24) 


my arguments against marrying again 
were discounted. I said I would and when 
he took me in his arms and kissed me, the 
way a man kisses the woman he loves, | 
knew I had never been really happy before. 

Later on. I wondered how Eric could 
forget those wonderful moments. But he 
did. When Marcia Schuyler began con. 
ing to the office with imaginary ailments 
just to see the handsome Dr. Barclay and 
flirt with him, Eric was like a man be. 
witched. 

Marcia had been a show girl for a while 
and she was one of the most beautiful girl 
I had ever seen. Her eyes were that dark 
brown that makes you think of velvet. Her 
thick black hair was shoulder length and 
shone like polished wood. Her skin was 
like coffee ice cream and just as smooth. 
Marcia was “between shows” as she put 
it, bored and restless living in her aunt's 
boarding house. She wanted some excite. 
ment in her life. She seemed to think she 
had found it. making Eric fall for her. 

I could see it happening those first lovely 
days of Spring when Eric would come into 
the office looking strained and unhappy. 
Being right there in the office, I knew every 
time she phoned him. I'd see the pulse in 
his temple throb with excitement and a 
flush come over his face. I knew that when 
he left later on his rounds, Marcia’s house 
would be one of his stops because by that 
time he wouldn’t be able to keep away 
from her. 

Sometimes I’d think, “This is what it’s 
like to die inside by inches.” I'd wonder 
why I couldn’t have even a small slice of 
happiness in my life. But it wasn’t any- 
thing I could fight. So I told Eric finally 
I knew he didn’t love me any more; that it 
was Marcia who meant everything to him. 

He said unhappily, “I don’t know what 
hit me, Helen. It’s like a bolt out of the 
blue.” 

“Yes.” I thought. “Someday it may 
strike you down. But I can’t help that.” 

I released Eric from his promise t 
marry me and began looking for another 
job. Only about a month after his mar 
riage to Marcia. Eric begged me not to go. 
Nurses were in great demand just then in 
the nearby hospital. An office attendant 
was almost impossible to get. I swallowed 
my pride and stayed. I remember think 
ing with fierce satisfaction. “At least he 
can’t get along without me—in the office” 

It was very hard working for Eric ever} 
day, sharing so much of his life, but none 
of those precious moments as his wile. 
When Eric’s daughter, Betty Anne, was 








ping 
swee 
was 
from 
little 
caus 
her | 
r | 
wher 
on m 
to m 
girls, 
“T Lil 
shou! 
coulc 
alway 
him | 
nest 
too. 
tle gi 


HI 
lor 
way. 
sever 
Eric 
place: 
tions. 
what 
I hate 
sionm 
lessne 
office 
deep 
wasn’ 
longer 
Brie 
which 
half 1 
not qu 
Now 1 
sage ?” 
I g 
feeling 
last ps 
to me 
voice, 
won't | 
"ls 
on,” hh 
seems 
formed 
summe 
and sa’ 
stunne: 
self be 
loved h 


dates a 








again 
when 
e, the 
ves, | 


efore. 
could 
ut he 
con: 
ments 
y and 
n be. 


while 
| girls 
dark 
. Her 
h and 
1 was 
100th. 
e put 
runt’s 
xcite- 
k she 
nT. 
lovely 
p into 
appy. 
every 
Ise in 
ind a 
when 
house 
> that 
away 


it it’s 
onder 
ce of 
any: 
nally 
hat it 
him. 
what 
f the 


may 
3 
e to 
other 
mar: 
0 go. 
en in 
dant 
owed 
hink- 
st he 
fice. 
over! 
none 
wile. 
was 








born I was at his side in the hospital, 
watching the beads of perspiration stand 
out on his forehead as he waited—just as 
all other prospective fathers waited—for 
news of his wife. 

Later, when he said almost sobbingly, 
“Thank God she’s all right!” It was my 
hand that lay on his arm to steady him. 
I was glad I could be there with him to 
comfort him although there was an empty 
feeling in a corner of my heart. 

Maybe it sounds odd for me to say I 
got quite used to having the crumbs—five 
years of them. I’d seen Marcia whisk in 
and out of the office on her way to a shop- 
ping spree. I’d watched her kiss Eric 
sweetly before she went and I knew he 
was still crazy about her. Betty Anne grew 
fom babyhood to the plump, endearing 
little girl stage. I felt sorry for her be- 
cause Marcia didn’t have much time for 
her in the busy social whirl she loved. 

I had time for Betty Anne. I loved it 
when she’d slip into the office and climb 
on my lap to whisper gravely, “You're nice 
tome, Aunt Helen. I guess you like little 
girls.” I’d hug her close to me and answer, 
“I like YOU, darling. Very much.” Why 
shouldn’t I? She was part of Eric. I 
couldn’t help the feeling of satisfaction I 
always had because she looked just like 
him with her straight dark hair and ear- 
nest eyes. She had her father’s warmth 
too. It was another bond between the lit- 
tle girl and me. 








HEARD the ugly rumors about Marcia 

long before Eric did. That’s usually the 
way. Marcia was running around with 
several different men on nights when 
Eric was busy. Marcia had been seen in 
places that didn’t have very good reputa- 
tions. I was sick inside because I knew 
what would happen when Eric found out. 
[hated to realize he must face the disillu- 
sionment and the humiliation of her reck- 
lessness. Finally when he came into the 
ofice one day, tense, almost gaunt, with 
deep shadows under his eyes, I knew he 
wasn’t in ignorance of the situation any 
longer. 

Briefly I gave him the different messages 
which had come in. He seemed to be only 
half listening and suddenly he said, “I’m 
not quite myself today. I’ve had a—shock. 
Now would you repeat Mrs. Dunn’s mes- 
sage?” 

I gave him the message, all the time 
feeling a wordless pity for him. When the 
last patient had left the office Eric turned 
to me and said in a dull, expressionless 
wice, “Marcia has left me. Maybe she 
won’t be coming back. I don’t know. I—” 

“I suppose you know what’s been going 
on,” he added bitterly, “Everybody else 
seems to. I was the last person to be in- 
formed. Anyway she’s gone away for the 
summer—with her Aunt. I lost my temper 
and said a lot of things. I was so hurt—so 
stunned. I suppose I’ve tried to make my- 
slf believe she loved me as much as I 
loved her. Apparently she never did. These 
dates and tearing around with other people 


prove she was bored with marriage and 
with me, I guess.” 

I wanted to cry out, “Bored with you! 
How could be? It was all I ever 
wanted—it would have satisfied me for- 
ever!” 

“Did she take Betty Anne with her?” I 
asked instead, forcing my voice to be level. 
Eric shook his head. 

“No. Betty Anne’s still—with me, thank 
God. The housekeeper has agreed to stay 
on to take care of her and cook for us. 
I won’t be neglected as far as my physical 
Otherwise—” he 


she 


needs are concerned. 
shook his head as though to clear it of dis- 
tressing thoughts—“it doesn’t matter much 
what happens to me now.” 

He left soon after to make his calls and 
I sat alone in the office, bitterness 
against Marcia mounting until I couldn't 
see over or above it. She’d had Eric’s love 
completely and she had thrown it away 


my 


just as if it were last season’s dress which 
she had become tired of. I wondered if he 
would ever be able to see through her; to 
recognize her selfishness and cruelty or if 
he’d go on loving her hopelessly for the 
rest of his life? 

Summer came to a close but Marcia did 
not return to her husband. Her Aunt May 
told Eric Marcia further rest. 
Marcia was emotionally upset. She had 
always been high strung. The accusations 
Eric had made were all unfair of course, 
his wife’s aunt observed, but they had 
bothered the poor girl. It was after the 
visit of Marcia’s aunt to Eric’s office that 
he told me wonderingly: “I’m beginning 
to get over the feeling that somebody cut 
me in two. Or maybe I’m just getting used 
to it.” 

Betty Anne didn’t miss her mother. 
Once she said with childish simplicity: 
“Don’t you go away, Aunt Helen—I’d miss 
YOU a lot more than I miss Mommy. I 


needed 





| 
| 


told Daddy I thought you were the pretti- | 


est, darlingest lady in the world.” 

I wondered what Eric had said to that. 
Then I told myself, “What difference does 
it make what he said? Whatever there was 
between us is all over now. Marcia’s leay- 
ing him doesn’t change that.” 

One night when we had been called to 
take care of a difficult home delivery case 
and were driving back to Brooklyn to- 
gether, Eric said abruptly, “Let’s stop 
somewhere and have a bite to eat. That 
was a tough deal. I’m glad it’s over.” 

We sat in the small restaurant together. 
Something was recaptured that night. The 
old sense of belonging, of understanding 
each other. Suddenly I knew that Eric 
wasn’t missing Marcia at all just then. I 
was the answer to his needs. But the 
knowledge only brought me pain now. 
Eric wasn’t free. Even if he was would I 
ever dare let the old feeling for him rule 
my emotions? I’d been hurt so much in 
my life. I was terribly afraid it would 
happen to me again, 

But all that next week I felt Eric’s eyes 
on me. It was as if he were seeing me for 


the first time. He watched when Betty 
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She'll look bewitching in “NAUGHTY-NAUGHTY,” 
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the Can-Can. Alluring peek-a-boo black lace reveals 
all her charms...clinging sheer black rayon 


french nightie 
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that oo-la-la single shoulder strap 
holds everything! Give her 
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love you for every filmy inch of it! 
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\{nne came in for her daily visit, asked 
me once curiously after she’d left: “You 
love that child, don’t you, Helen?” 

“Very much. She’s a darling.” I re- 
plied honestly and Eric said slowly, “What 
a wonderful mother you would have made. 
You have all the qualities—tenderness, 
patience, wisdom.” 

I didn’t answer him. Instead I went to 
the filing cabinet to pretend to look for 
something. But Eric went on: “You'd have 
made a wonderful wife too, Helen. If I 
hadn’t been a fool I would have known 
that. It should always have been you and 
1” 

I didn’t dare turn around. My eyes 
were full of tears. I almost wished I hadn’t 
heard those words he had said to me. I 
tried to tell myself: “Be careful. Do you 
want another taste of a broken heart?” 

I knew he was standing behind me. But 
he didn’t touch me. “Maybe it isn’t too 
late for us after all, Helen. You see—I’m 
quite sure Marcia isn’t coming back. Even 
if she wants to, I. know it could never 
work again. We’re through, Helen.” 

I wanted to turn and put my arms 
around him. Everything inside of me cried 
for me to do that. 
controlling my emotions by that time to 
give way to them without a fight. Eric 
misunderstood my silence. He went toward 

1e window and stared out into the street. 

“[ don’t blame you for doubting me, 
Helen. I hate myself for hurting you be- 

re. But I’ve paid for that many times 
ver.” He added with new resolve: “I’m 
not going to give up so easily though. 
When I’m free and things are settled Ill 
make you see how much I love you.” 

\t home in my room I thought, “I ought 
to leave that office now. I have no right 
to stay there. I do still care for him and 
t's dangerous and wrong.” 

But I didn’t go away. Everything was 
different between Eric and me. Even 
though I hadn’t acknowledged my feeling 

ir him, he knew it was there. There was 

tenseness in the office which mounted as 
days went on. I felt the inner rest- 
essness in Eric when he was near me. 
\hen our hands touched inadvertently, I 
because the chance contact dis- 


ished 
turbed me so greatly. 

One afternoon he came over to my desk 
and stood waiting for me to look up from 
my work. When I did, he said abruptly, 
“T had a letter from Marcia. I had written 
isking her what her plans were. I know 

w. She wants a divorce. Helen. She’s 

somebody else.” 

\t first I couldn’t believe that the way 

is clear. I covered my face with my 
haking hands as Eric went on, “Now I 

n ask you—really ask you. Oh my dar- 
ling, will you marry me as soon as I’m 
free?” 

i stood up then and I didn’t hesitate. 
I walked to Eric’s arms as though I had 
ever been anywhere else. That was where 


[ belonged. It was the only place I had 


er wanted to be. 


But I was too used to - 


E WERE so happy those next few 
days. It was early fall and the whole 
world had a vivid beauty about it that was 
reflected in our love. Marcia was coming 
home to see her lawyer and make final 
arrangements. She’d stay with her Aunt 
May temporarily, then leave to establish 
residence in another state for the short 
period of time required to get a divorce. 
It was plain there would be no place for 
little Betty Anne in Marcia’s new scheme 
of things. “She'll really be mine then, Eric 
darling!” I told him happily, “Already I 
love her as much as you do!” 

The day before Marcia was due to ar- 
rive in Brooklyn. Eric’s housekeeper tele- 
phoned me at the office late in the after- 
noon. 

“Miss Helen, I’m in a mess. My sister’s 
sick and I’ve got to leave right away to go 
take care of her. I'll be gone all night 
most likely. Could you stay with Betty 
Anne and put her to bed till the doctor 
gets home?” 

“Tl be glad to, Irma,” I told her. “Doc- 
tor Barclay is at the hospital on a mater- 
nity case. He'll probably be late but Ill 
stay with Betty Anne. I'll be through here 
in about fifteen minutes.” 

I closed up the office and went upstairs. 
Betty Anne heard me coming and leaped 
into my arms. “I’m glad she had to go!” 
she whispered. her chubby arms around 
my neck, “I love to be with you. I wish 
you lived here all the time.” 

I wanted to tell her right then and there 
that some day we would be together all 
the time. 

While she ate her supper, I told her 
stories and she listened with grave atten- 
tion. Once she interrupted me to ask sud- 
denly. “Why do all make believe stories 
end so nice? Real ones never do.” 

“Sometimes real ones do, honey—if we 
want them to enough.” I replied gently. 

“T want mine to. And Daddy’s too. I 
want it like sixty. I want Mommy not to 
come home and Daddy to marry you.” 

I started and felt the sudden rush of 
color to my face. “Why Betty Anne, what- 
ever made you think of such a thing?” 

“Because I know Daddy would like to 
marry you. I saw him kissing you the 
other day. I was going to sneak in and 
surprise you but I didn’t because I didn’t 
want you to be mad at me.” 

My heart plunged sickeningly. How aw- 
ful it would be if Betty Anne told that 
story to anybody else. It would hurt Eric 
terribly in that neighborhood. I told the 
little girl quickly: “That’s our secret, dear. 
Yours and Daddy’s and mine. You love 
to have secrets don’t you? Then put your 
finger to your lips and promise you won't 
mention it to a single soul. Maybe if you 
do that—” I paused a minute to think 
about my next words. “Maybe someday 
you CAN be my little girl the way you 
want to be.” 

Betty Anne’s eyes shone. “Honest?” she 
cried. “Do you mean it?” 

I kissed her and tucked her into bed. 


Then I went into the living room to read 
while I waited for Eric to come home. 

He was quite late. I heard his key in 
the lock finally and went to let him in. | 
saw the sudden light come into his eyes 
when he saw me. I noted the happiness in 
his voice as he cried: “Helen, what are 
you doing here?” 

“T’ve been baby sitting with Betty Anne,” 
I told him. “Irma had to play nurse te her 
sister.” 

He reached out and took my hand. “It’s 
wonderful to have you waiting for me like 
this. Someday soon it will always be that 
way.” 

I rubbed my cheek against his. There 
were tears in my eyes. “I know, darling, 
I’ve been sitting here thinking how lovely 
my life will be married to you,” I said 
tenderly. “No more loneliness—or heart- 
ache. We'll go on working together too, 
You see—” I added with sudden earnest- 
ness, “I want to share everything with you. 
Now that we’ve found each other again | 
want to be with you all the time.” 

Eric sat down on the wide couch and 
drew me down beside him. “That’s all | 
want too. I wish we hadn’t lost five years 
of our lives while I found that out.” 

“But we'll have so many more than that. 
We can make up for all that we’ve lost, 
Eric.” 

I looked into his eyes. I saw the urgent 
need in them, the same hunger I felt so 
strongly at that moment. I was frightened 
suddenly, as the pressure of his fingers on 
my shoulders became more demanding. | 
tried to draw away. 

“Let me hold you, Helen—just for a 
minute, let me hold you!” he begged. 
Blindly I raised my face to his. I felt his 
lips on mine; seeking, urgent lips, asking 
for more than I had any right to give. | 
knew I should have cried out. “No Eric— 
we don’t want it to happen this way.” But 
I couldn't fight against my love for him 
any longer. I heard him saying, “I love 
you so—oh my darling. I love you so!” 

I remembered afterwards that the door- 
bell rang several times sharply but neither 
of us paid any attention to it. It was later 
on, as Eric held me gently, his lips against 
my hair. trying to quiet my muffled sobs, 
that he saw the yellow slip of paper which 
had been thrust under the door. 

He got up and went to pick it up. “It’s 
a telegram,” he told me and opened it. 
He stood perfectly still staring at that yel- 
low paper in his hand like a man who is 
too dazed to move. His face was ghastly 
with shock and horror and his voice broke 
on the words—“Dear God, Helen—it’: 
Marcia! She’s been in an accident. She 
may not live. She—” 

“Eric—” I began but the expression 00 
his face stopped me. “And all the while 
it was happening—” he said in a hoarse 
whisper, “We—” 

He didn’t have to finish that sentence. 
I knew what he meant. All the while it 
was happening we had been making love. 
Illicit, dishonorable love. This was out 
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We would never forget that 


punishment. 
moment as long as we lived. 
“T’ve got to go there right away. 


She’s 
She was on 
Dear 


in a hospital near Watertown. 
her way home when she crashed. 
God—this awful!” 


STAYED with Betty Anne once more. 

While Eric went to the hospital where 
Marcia lay close to death. I stayed until 
Irma got back the next day. Then in my 
room I sobbed over my misery alone. 

Eric didn’t come back to Brooklyn all 
week. Finally when the doorbell rang late 
one evening, I opened the door and let 
him in. He looked ten years older. His 
eyes were so dull and expressionless. His 
mouth was a line that might have been 
drawn tautly across his face. He sat down 
before he said a word. Then he told me 
with difficulty, “I’m bringing Marcia home 
in a week. She'll live but she won’t ever 
walk again. She—God help me, Helen! 
She was coming home to tell me she didn’t 
want a divorce. She wanted to try again. 
Then she cracked up in the car and—” 

He put his head in his hands. I could 
see that he was trembling all over. “I'll 
have to take care of her. It’s the only thing 
Ican do now.” 

He’d have to take care of her. It was 
the only thing he could do. He wouldn’t 
be free to marry me now. 

Even in pain and facing an invalid’s life, 
Marcia hadn’t forgotten how to be clever 
—so much more clever than I had been. 
[had lost him again. 

I couldn’t even comfort him. My 
torture was too great and so was my shame. 
[kept telling myself, “This is your pun- 
ishhment. You were too greedy. You 
snatched at your happiness before you had 
aright to it.” 

I didn’t go back to the office. I was too 
stunned—too shocked by what had _ hap- 
pened to make any plans for the future. 
The day Marcia’s special nurse called up 
toask me to come there to see her, I found 
[had still more to face. 

She lay very still in her bed. She was 
almost entirely in a cast and could move 
only her hands and arms. Her eyes were 
filled with such venomous hatred when I 
went through the door that I was fright- 
ened. 

“Well Helen,” she said and her voice 
made me cringe, “What’s this nice little 
tale I hear about you and Eric?” 





own 


“T don’t know what you’ve heard about 
is,” I managed and then she laughed. 

“Oh yes you do. You deliberately tried 
to get my husband away from me—while 
I was away. You hoped he’d marry you 
when I got my divorce. I sort of spoiled 
those plans didn’t 1? Coming home—like 
this.” 

I didn’t say a word. 
ing frantically now. 

“T’ve always known you were in love 
with Eric. It used to be amusing, frankly. 
Especially, since I knew as long as I 
wanted him he wouldn’t look twice at you! 
That still goes and you might as well know 

I want him now. I need him. I’m going 
to keep him and you're going to get out 
of town as fast as you can.” 

Her eyes narrowed and there 
touch of excited color in her cheeks. “If 
you don’t—I'll blast your name from one 
end of town to the other. I'll let everybody 
know you two were having an affair and—” 

I didn’t hear the door open and close. 
I didn’t know there was anybody in the 
room until I heard a childish voice say 
tearfully, “You stop saying bad things to 


My heart was beat- 


was a 


Aunt Helen. I won’t let you. Of course 
Daddy loves her. I told you that myself. 
If you hadn’t been hurted in that old 


car we'd be happy—all of us—like we 
planned.” 

Marcia’s face was horrible now. Her 
eyes glittered like a snake’s about to strike. 
“Get out of here!” she gritted through set 
teeth. “If you don’t I'll ruin you and Eric 
for the rest of your lives!” 

I could hardly manage to walk from the 
room. Betty Anne followed me. “I’m sor- 
ry, Aunt Helen. I didn’t want her to say 
things to you.” She faltered and I picked 
her up and kissed her anxious little face. 

“T know, baby. I know you didn’t mean 
to hurt me.” Then I whispered, “Goodby 
darling, I won’t be seeing you again.” 

I went home and began to pack my 
things. It was over now. The years of 
hopeless love for Eric—the short period of 
happiness when he had been mine again. 
We had lost something precious because 
the love we had found too late had been 
fulfilled too soon. We had lost our right 
to happiness. I knew we would never get 
it back again. We'd pay for what we did 
in days and nights of loneliness and re- 
pentance. A bitter price for a few min- 
utes of stolen rapture! 


THE END 
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Wants to feel he is giving up something to 
make others happy. Basic traits: self-de- 
nial, generosity, timidity, humbleness, in- 
clination to yield the spotlight to others. 

The secret of success is to bring the light 
within you into everything you do. The 
more you use that vast, immeasurable store 
of ability that is found in every person, the 
gteater will be your reward. 


An analysis of your handwriting is now 
available to those wishing this service. 
Send a self-addressed stamped envelope, 
and I will mail you a folder outlining the 
types of analysis and stating the fee. This 
scientific service is for the person who real- 
izes the advantage of personal attention. 

Write Helen Sides, Tan ConFEssIONs, 
1820 S. Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Illi- 
nois. I have received many letters without 
return addresses, so if you have not heard 
from me, please write again. 
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Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi- 
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New Discovery Quickly ard Easily He 
Bring Relief From All Desire For Liquor! 
With This Craving For liquor Gone, No 
Will Power Is Necessary To Stop Drink - 
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— 5-16-15 HOURS—Ruth Brown............... $0.89 
ONE MINT JULIP—The Clovers ; Save 89 
LAWDY MISS CLAWDY—Lloyd Price..... 89 

] MOODY MOOD FOR LOVE—King Pleasure 89 
NO MORE DOGGIN—Roscoe Gordon 89 
LOUISIANA—Percy Mayfield 89 
MR. JELLYROLL—Amos Milburn ; 89 
MY HEARTS DESIRE—Jimmy Lee & Artis 89 
$O TIRED—Roy Milton 89 
GOIN’ HOME—Fats Domino........ 89 
EASY EASY BABY—Varetta Dillard 89 
HAVE MERCY BABY—The Dominoes 89 
STORY BLUES—Four eens. 89 
BESIDE YOU—Swallow 89 
SOMEONE TO TELL MY TROUBLES TO— 

Arbee Stidham .89 
COUNTRY BO Y—Muddy Waters 89 
NIGHT TRAIN—Jimmy Forrest 89 
3 O'CLOCK BLUES—-B. B. King 89 
BOOTED—Roscoe Gordon ............. 89 
SWEET SIXTEEN—Joe Turner.......... 2 


HEAVENLY FATHER—Edna McGriff 





























UNION STATION—John Lee Hooker 89 
SLOW CABOOSE—Sax Mallard 89 
DUST MY BROOM—Eimo James 89 
DO IT IF YOU WANNA—Sonny Boy Williamson 89 
TAP DANCE voor ‘pause 89 
HOP, SKIP & JUMP—Lyn 89 
| CAN’T LOSE WITH THE STUFF 1 USE— 
Nod Williams .89 
(1 THAT’S WHAT YOU’RE DOING TO M 
_ 89 
ROCK ME MAMA—John Lee Hooker 89 
SNOW PLOW—Jimmy Jackson 89 
THE BIG QUESTION—Percy Mayfield ; 89 
THE WIND IS BLOWING—Jimmy Witherspoon 89 
SHINE ON—Ruth Brown.................-- 89 
1 GOT LOADED—Peppermint ee... 89 
BEST WISHES—Roy Milton................. 89 
HOW MANY MORE YE/.RS—Howling Wolf. . 89 
TROUBLE IN MIND—Amos Milburn 89 
FOOL FOOL FOOL—The Clovers a 
ROCKING CHAIR—Fats Domino............. 89 
BLACK NIGHT—Charles Brown............... . 89 
SEVEN LONG DAYS—Charles Brown.......... . 89 
HARD TIMES—Charles Brown.................. 89 
HOWLIN WOLF BOOGIE—Howlin Wolf... 89 
1 AM WITH YOU—Dominoes...................- 89 
1M IN THE MOOD—John Lee Hooker........... 89 
GROUND HOG a Lee Hooker........ 89 
DARK ROAD—Floyd Jones....................-- 89 
KISS ME PRETTY BABY Cardinals SEC 89 
60 MINUTE MAN—Dominoes................... 89 
CHICA BOO—Lloyd Glenn....... ities. Ge 
CHAINS OF LOVE—Joe Turner............... . 89 
HURRY UP—Varetta Dillard....... mee 89 
BLOODSHOT EYES—Wynonie Harris...... 89 
EVERY NIGHT ABOUT THIS TIME—Fats Domino .89 
COFFEE BLUES—Lightnin Hopkins 89 
GIVE ME CENTRAL UES Lightn Hopkins. . 89 
1) PRAYIN GROUND BLUES—Lightnin Hopkins. . 89 
(1) LONG WAY FROM TEXAS—Lightnin Hopkins 89 
() WHAT A FOOL | WAS—Percy Mayfield...... 89 
C) LOST LOVE—Percy Mayfield.................... 89 
© PLEASE SEND ME SOMEONE TO LOVE— 
Percy comune 89 
JUST ONE MORE DRINK—Amos Milburn..... 89 
(1) BAD, BAD WHISKEY—Amos Milburn.......... . 89 
O STILL A FOOL—Muddy Waters.................. 89 
O SHE MOVES ME—Muddy Waters............... 89 
SPIRITUALS 
0 OLD GOSPEL SHIP—Rev. Morgan............. .89 
() TRUST IN THE Lg ae eS OO ae .89 
(|) Heavenly Home on High—Gospel Harmonettes.. -89 
L) HOW ABOUT Your Pisin Travelers .89 
L} WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys..... .89 
(0 HE’S SO WONDER —Jessie Renfro .89 
() GET AWAY, Le Senn phen el Harmonettes .89 
VM ALED—G -89 
[) LET K .89 
}) PREC LOR 89 
RIDE KING 89 
C1) WE’LL UNDERSTAND—Sister Emily Bram..... .89 
() COMING HOME—Five Blind Boys............. -89 
[}) OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys......... -89 
CL) OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys............... 89 
() HOW_!| GOT OVER—Clara Ward .o 
C) SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers. <— 
Take My Burdens to the Lord—Ward Singe .89 
GONNA BUILD ON THAT SHORE—Soul iaters .89 
JESUS GAVE ME WAT yor: Stirrers....... -89 
LIVING ON MOTHER'S PRAYER—Soul Stirrers .89 
C) MILKY WHITE WAY—The eet wearcee 8 
SERVANT PRAYER—The Trumpeteers......... .89 
LITTLE WOODEN CHURCH—The Trumpeteers. .89 
LORD, HOLD MY HAND—VPilgrim Travelers....  .89 
| Got a Mother Gone Home—Pilgrim Travelers... .89 
}] JESUS, I'M THAN KFULP ilgrim Travelers. -89 
(1) WHAT A BLESSING—VPilgrim Travelers........ 89 
Jesus Met Woman at Well—l’ilgrim Travelers... .89 
Jesus Hits Like Atom Bomb—lilgrim Travelers... .89 
WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers.. . 89 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers -89 
DO Y NOW HIM?—Bro. Joe May .89 
SEARCH M ORD—Bro. Joe May..... “oe ae 
5 Double Portion of God’s Love—Bro. Joe May..... -89 
| BACK TO THE DUST—Angelic Gospel Singers.. .89 
(j Touch Me, ret Jesus—Angelic Gospel -89 
CT) § CANT TARRY —TwO Begs... cccccvcccccvecses .89 
[) PEACE IN THE th ‘hristland Singers..... = 





L) SPEAK TO ME, JESU Soe Tone Singers.. .8 
© WHAT ARE THEY DOI ING IN HEAVEN— 
Dixie Humming Birds oo 
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~) Mother, | Need Your Prayer—The Detroiteers... 
We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured—Send for Free Catalogue 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 9) 


Only four feet nine in height, Bette hails 
from Winston-Salem, N. C., where she 
originally began studying classical singing 
which is responsible for her extreme vocal 
range. She switched to the popular field 
upon the insistence of her mother, an old 
Bessie Smith fan. Today she is finding the 
switch a profitable move. 

She had worked the small club circuit 
around New York. New Jersey and Penn- 
sylvania until she was discovered by a 
Derby Record talent scout who signed her 
up. Her first release, The Masquerade Is 
Over, was a nationwide best-seller. Her 
next offering. Cryin’ for You/Cottage for 
Sale, had equal success. Then followed 
Cry/Lover Come Back to Me, the latter a 
unique version of the old favorite. 

Both the authoritative Billboard and 
Cash Box Magazines gave her rave men- 
tions and considered her the vocal find of 
the year. On her initial engagement at 
Harlem’s Apollo Theater. Variety Maga- 
zine called her a sensational new find who 
could “break up” any theater or club in 
the country. 

Based on the success of these records 
and more so, on the strength of the phe- 
nomenal reception accorded / May Hate 
Myself, Bette finds herself in demand in 
an increasing number of cities. Already 
she has appeared at the Howard Theater, 
Washington; the Regal Club. Columbus, 
Ohio; Club Harlem in Philadelphia; Law- 
son’s Palace in Harrisburg; Detroit’s 
Flame Show Bar. N.C.O. Club at West- 
over Field, Mass.: Cleveland’s Circle The- 
ater, Pittsburgh’s Roosevelt, Cincinnati’s 
State Theater, the Lincoln in Columbus 
and the Ritz in Akron. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Moody 
Mood For Love/Exclamation Blues by the 
sensational King Pleasure on Prestige. 
This is THE one for those who go for the 
odd and unusual in vocal sounds for this 





King Pleasure is so clever and frantic that | ma 
his platters, of which this evidently is the ma 
first. may soon become collectors’ items, pat 
The name, King Pleasure, is obviously of f 
phony and I suspect it to be none othe, bey 
than my old pal, little Joe Carroll, the | will 
bizarre bebop stylist with Dizzy Gillespie's | for 
crew. Whoever it is, Moody Mood is one 
of the most wild renditions I’ve heard on | wat 
a record since Louis Armstrong first made | vitu 
Heebie Jeebies back in the 1920s ,, | In | 
GOOD: Goodtime Charlie/That Ever- Loy. | gto 
in’ Rag, Capitol’s offering that features the | ject 
ragtime piano meanderings of the talented | UP®! 
Joe (Fingers) Carr. This is a jukebox jecti 
special and for those avid fans who seek | tion 
to build a varied library of records, Joe | aW4 
Carr is the nearest thing in a long time 4pPe 
to the old-style barroom piano wizards, whic 
WORTHWHILE: Pretty as a Picture/ | {act : 
When You Come Back to Me, a couple of | tal § 
old-fashioned ballad items on Decca done | upset 
as only the fabulous Mills Brothers can | times 
do them... Out of Nowhere/Music Mae. other 
stro, Please, two Columbia platters show. to di 
casing the peculiar pianistic stylings of the fact t 
ultra-cool Erroll Garner. Shadow Wilson warts 
and John Simmons are on drums and bass _ ences. 
respectively ... Tony Martin-Dinah Shore Ust 
devotees will probably take to No Other | they | 
Girl for Me/If Someone Had Told Me with | When 
the Henri Rene orchestra supplying the | the pr 
smart background ... / Only Have Eyes pain. 
for You/You Walked In by the real gone not re 
Swallows on King. Here’s a group th: mt a 
seems to be on the way ... Blues « wth 


the Beat/Black-Out, two great offerings que 
tenor saxmaster Paul Bascomb on Sta* ad fin 
Records. Paul. formerly an Erskine H infu 


kins star reed man, is really on the ba @ the 
on these sides. He has the blues the way jury 
you like them framed with a beat as pow- men, W 
erful as a mule’s kick . . . Steve Gibson's lead to 
RCA-Victor renditions of Two Little Kisses Ther 
I May Hate Myself in the Morning. Steve, | Warm, 
one of the most underrated of the quartet sound 
leaders, takes charge of Kisses from the ampits 
downbeat and you'll get a bang out of the vel. Th 
way he sings and talks the lyrics as his they gr 
Red Caps ride on the backbeat. like sta 
come ul 
ischar¢ 








Health 
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face and scalp. It is revealed shortly after 
birth and frequently grows rapidly in a 
few weeks. They are bright red in color, 
modified to some extent by the pigment of 
the overlying skin. 

Birthmarks present a problem to the 
doctor. He must decide if the growth is 
less disfiguring than the marks which may 
remain after removal. The strawberry 
mark is particularly difficult. Many times 
it disappears completely before the child 
is five years old. On the other hand, it is 
much easier to remove these marks shortly 
after birth than at five years of age or later. 
To remove them or not is a question re- 
quiring a great deal of medical judgment. 


Former] 
with ver 
rhea ) 

this assc 


The methods used for eradication—radiun, 
X-ray, freezing— are drastic measures 
which must be employed only by the skilled ized 
dermatologist or disfigurement much worse bs he ‘ 
and more dangerous than the birthmark ia es 
|of these 

ensues. WV 
Very much like moles, but entirely unre: »y 
lated to them, are the small pin-head sized 
round black growths on the face which oc- 
cur almost exclusively in pigmented peo 
ple. The face may be literally peppered 
with these small tumors. They cause 20, 
trouble and have never been known to be. | 
come cancerous. They have no_ popular 
name but are known among doctors a3/"Uld a 
“dermatosis papulosa nigra.’ warts. N 
Often mistaken for moles but of a com|™plete 
pletely different nature are ordinary warts." resu 
They are extremely common and may ap'|‘titical j) 
pear on any part of the body. Because they |iermine 
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may appear suddenly out of a clear sky and 
may disappear just as quickly without ap- 
parent cause, many superstitions and tales 
of folklore have arisen around them. Little 
boys believe too intimate contact with frogs 
| wl cause them. Charms have been sold 
for their removal. 

The common wart, often called a seed 
wart, is in fact an infection caused by a 
virus. For this reason they are “catching.” 
In proof of this a doctor removed one, 
ground it up in water, filtered it, and in- 
jected the solution into normal skin, where- 
upon a new wart appeared where the in- 
jection was made. An easier demonstra- 
tion of this same property is the fact that 
a wart on the side of the finger will readily 
appear on the side of the adjacent finger 
which rubs against it. Another curious 
fact about warts is their influence on men- 
tal states and psychic factors. Emotional 
upsets in certain people will result many 
times in a shower of new warts. On the 
other hand they may sometimes be made 
to disappear by simple suggestion. This 
fact undoubtedly has led to the belief that 
warts can be relieved by “magic influ- 
ences.” 

Usually warts are harmless. 
they may be very painful and crippling. 
When they occur on the soles of the feet 


However, 


\the pressure of walking may cause extreme 


pain. Many times the cause of the pain is 
not recognized because the wart growth is 
not a projecting nodule but a flat hard 
wth closely resembling a callus. Warts 
quently grow around and under the toe 
ad finger nails. On the toes they are very 
inful when close-fitting shoes are worn. 

a the face they are subject to frequent 
mjury when the face is washed and, 
men, when shaving. Injury to warts often 
lead to their infection. 

There is a type of wart that occurs in 
warm, moist areas of the body, especially 
aound the genitals, the rectum, in the 
ampits, under the breasts, and in the na- 
vel. They are the ordinary seed warts, but 
they grow to an enormous size and look 
like stalks of cauliflower. Often they be- 
cme ulcerated and infected to give off a 
discharge of pus and a very offensive odor. 
formerly they were believed associated 
vith venereal diseases (syphilis and gon- 
othea) and called “venereal warts.” But 
this association is no longer so widely rec- 
nized. Relieving the moisture and infec- 
ion by appropriate medication, often many 
ifthese warts will disappear. 

Warts can be removed easily by a vari- 
ty of methods including X-ray, strong 
«ids, surgery, and electric cautery. But 
vhatever method is used, all warts must 
‘removed and each wart must be removed 
wmpletely because the virus in any re- 
lined wart tissue will give rise to a whole 
top of new ones 
ould a person : ior to remove his own 
vats. Not only will the removal be in- 
wmplete but severe injuries and Slee 
may result. Moreover, it requires skilled, 
titical judgment by a trained doctor to 
termine which method of removal is best. 
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VAUGHAN SOFT, NATURAL-LOOKING 
er STRAIGHT 
Pe ot 
Peonetehe 3 to 6 Months 


look 


natural looking .. 
by wetting or washing. There is no 
burn, no irritation, no redness. There 
is no waxy, pasted-down, greasy 
. and heavy greasy hair 
dressings are no longer needed, for 
hair is softer, longer looking and 
easy to manage. With Perma-Strate 
| you do away forever with hair dam- 
| aging hot combs, harsh lye straight- 


use PERMA-STRAT 


At DRUG STORES, $2 plus tax. 


with ONE Application 





“COUNT BASIE 


It’s so simple and saves you so much 
money and time! Simply apply 
creamy Perma-Strate Hair Straight- 
ener once every 3 to 6 months. Hair 
stays straight, really straight and 


eners, and those expensive weekly 
trips to beauty parlors. With Perma- 
Strate men and boys may comb their 
hair straight back or part it...and 
women and girls may dress their hair 
in any style desired. 

Accept no substitutes. Use only 
Perma-Strate, the original, by far 
the best, and the world’s largest sell- 
ing cream hair straightener. If you 
don't already use Perma-Strate try 
it today on_this iron-clad guarantee: 
if Perma-Strate doesn’t safely give 
you the straightest hair you have 
ever had, all your money back! 


. amd is not harmed 


THE ORIGINAL COLD WAVE HOME 
PERMANENT HAIR STRAIGHTENER 


If druggist can't supply, order from PERMA-STRATE 


CO., 271 Vance Ave., Memphis, Tenn. 











Mae LIQUID POMADE by Perma-Strate to complete hair beauty after 
straightening your hair with Perma-Strate Hair Straightener. 
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IMPRINT SAMPLES 
NO EXPERIENCE 
NEEDED 


FOR SELLING ONLY/0OBOXES 






to your friends and fellow 
workers, 21 for $1 and 50 for 
$1.25, with name on. 
make up to 50c on each box. 
Send for Selling Plan and 
samples on approval. 
nothing to try. 
and church groups raise money 
in this easy way. WRITE NOW. 


M ERIT CARD co. a with pont pereen dy 


370 Plane St., Dept. 46, Newark, N. J. 


’ MAKE MONEY F | 


GET PERSONAL DRESSES EASY 


| Show Gorgeous New Styles 
Actual Sample Fabrics 
‘omen! Here’s a wonderful opportunity touse 
your spare time to make money to spend, and 
to get lovely dresses to wear! Just show’ your 
friends and neighbors — newest-style 
dresses ,and lingerie, hosiery, children’s wear, 
men’s shirts, socks, etc., and take orders at 


NOMONEY— prices —with bi ig eee fer: for yo 


You can eve rsonal dresses WITH. 
OUT PAYING ONE CE E CENT FOR THEM, 


Rush Name for SAMPLES! 


SEND NO MONE Y—Wesend you big 
package of ACTUAL SAM PLE fabs 
rics and uae, coeree sg ph ne 
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FREE. nx 
PINKIES 
with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula cap- 
sules to help nervous 
and digestive systems. 














aos us FACTION OR MONEY BACK. Send name and address. We rush ALCOREM, 
C.O.D. 





Drunkenness in Health, Happiness. BREAK THE DRINKING CYCLE QUICKLY 
INEXPENSIVELY! Use ALCOREM, the amazing oo, that tends to promote 








aversion (dislike) toward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not classed as a permanent “‘cure,”’ but 
it IS a recognized method of withdrawal of alcohol. prtetrapts drinking cycle and causes 
many to turn from liquor. May be taken in SECRET. A few crope on this wonderful AL- 


COREM eliminates desire for more alcohol. GUARA NTEED Pure and Effective. 
Aversion treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. ALCOREM comes ready to 
use—simple instructions included—NO BOOKS TO —need not cause e3 

time out from work or social duties. One happy ALCOREM — writes: “PLEASES 
ME MORE WONDERFUL ALCOREM AT ONCE FOR A FRIEND WHO IS A 
HEAVY ory KER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BEFORE AND HAD WONDERFUL 
RESULTS.” As an additional help we send PINKIES (FREE with ALCOREM) to 


help nervous z und digestive systems. 
FREE WEIGHT CHART. Acts as guide in building reformed drinker to proper weight. 


DO NOT DELAY—ORDER ALCOREM NOW 





PINKIES and hea ight Chart. Mailed in plain wrapper. Pay postman $4.95 and 
charge. TO SAVE C.O. D. CHARGE SEND $4.95 WITH ORDER, 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS 
608 SOUTH DEARBORN STREET * DEPT. R-20 * CHICAGO 5, ILLINOIS 
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How He Proposed 
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helping him back in 1934 when he was just 
beginning in show business in the mid- 
west. That also was when I fell in love 
with him. 

Against the wishes of his parents, who 
wanted him to continue his law studies, 
Larry had been singing at spots like Benny 
Skoller’s Inn and the Panama Cafe in Chi- 
cago. He came to the Harlem Casino in 
Pittsburgh where I was appearing in the 
chorus line. 

Larry was good-looking and clean-cut— 
all in all, a young man who would catch 
the eye of any girl. But what interested 
me most was his seriousness about his work 
and determination to do something worthy 
in our field. His idea was to create the 
kind of show which would glorify the 
grace, charm and beauty of Negro women. 
provide an opportunity for undiscovered 
talent and would be a success because of 
its unique character, not depending on big 
names, 

In addition to being in love with Larry, 
| had a world of faith in his ability to put 
his idea over. Very often talented people 
have to leave their home town before they 
can become recognized. I firmly believed 
this to be true in Larry’s case. So I ad- 
vised him to leave our beloved home town 
of Chicago. (We are both from the Windy 
City.) Before he left, however. we decided 
to become a team on and off stage. I 
wanted to give up my own career, to help 
Larry, to teach him dancing. to work with 
the production end of his show. I did this 
and am still doing it. 

It was in New York that Larry became 
noted as a master of ceremonies.’ The ex- 
pression “Good Deal” which he originated 
and the song by that name which he wrote 
swept the country. He began producing 
shows at the old Club Baron and his star 
began to go up. 

In 1947 Larry took his first edition of 
“Smart Affairs” on the road. Everyone said 
he was crazy, that he couldn’t do what he 
was trying to do with less than $50,000 in 
cash. Well, this is the fifth year of “Smart 
\ffairs” and, until this year, when the show 
broke records in Miami, startled Atlantic 
City, hit the jackpot on Broadway at the 
Sugar Hill Club and enjoyed great success 
on the road, Larry had never at one time 
had $1000 in capital. “Smart Affairs” has 
hit the big time trail now—the beginning 
of it, it is true—but nevertheless, it’s on 
the way to fulfillment of the dream Larry 
dreamed. 

The reason I know that come what may. 
I am the most important woman in Larry’s 
life is that he has demonstrated it over and 
over again. There have been tough times 
out there on the road when we had to see 
that forty people ate, slept and were 
clothed, that they had money in their pock- 
s, whether other people let us down or 
not. It meant sacrificing, but we were will- 
ing to do it because we had set out to 
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achieve something and we saw the possi- 
bility of its being achieved. 

Often people have asked me: “Nan, why 
don’t you buy yourself a fabulous mink or 
a new Cadillac? Your husband is making 
plenty of money. He’s in the big time.” 

I don’t have fabulous clothes or a car. 
It isn’t because Larry wouldn’t give me 
those things because he wants to and has 
often made arrangements to do so. But 
I’ve discouraged him every time. He knows 
that I’m his partner. that I’ve shared the 
hard times and will be willing to share 
more. 

Larry loves those girls in the “Beige 
Beauts” and so do I. Most of them come 
from very fine homes. Some of them have 
parents who at one time disapproved of the 
idea of their being chorines. But there’s 
no longer any disapproval on the part of 
parents because Larry and I have done 
everything in our power to show the Beige 
Beauts, their parents and the public that 
a chorus girl can be a lady; that it can 
be just as exciting and much less frustrat- 
ing to conduct oneself with dignity. 

The girls go to Larry with their prob- 
lems. Some things they wouldn’t discuss 
with any one else they take to him. They 
know that he has the same respect for fine 
habits and character that their parents 
have. They know. in some cases, that he 
is able to see their point of view even bet- 
ter than their parents could. Sometimes, 
when they want to cry or to be comforted 
with encouraging words, they cry on his 
shoulder or sit quietly and listen to him 
talk. 

Maybe some women would be jealous. 
But I’m not jealous. It makes me proud 
to know that he is so trusted and respected 
by the girls he is presenting to the world 
as typifying the best in Negro womanhood. 

Then again, what makes me feel proud is 
the fact that often Larry sends the girls 
to me. 

“You'd better ask Nan that, 
honey,” he'll say. “Nan would know best.” 

I try to live up to that compliment. I 
don’t know whether it’s true that I always 
know best. I do know that I knew best 
when Larry Steele asked me to be his life 
companion and partner and when [I said 
yes. 
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Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 16) 


separating, but she is going to have a child, 
too. I love him very much. He does all he 
can for my baby and wants to marry me 
when he is free from his wife. What would 
you suggest I do? 

IS. 
Dear IS.: 

This man seems to be the type who con- 
taminates everything he touches. My ad- 
vice to you would be to get as far away 
from him as possible, and stay away. You 
have enough trouble as it is. 


I Married 
A Gambler 


(Continued from Page 31) 





it was really luck which accounted fo; 
Manny’s success. 

It’s easy to remember Freddie and Man. 
ny because they’ve been the only two men 
in my life. When I was a pigtailed girl, 
going to school in Philly, it was Freddie 
who carried my books home for me. Fred- 
die was growing into the prototype of the 
clean-cut American kid. He was good to 
look at in an earnest, nicely chiselled fea. 
tures way. He wanted to get ahead, to be. 
come a commercial artist. The tight. 
lipped, widowed aunt who gave me food 
and shelter in those days—and no love— 
didn’t approve of my having any boy friend 
at all at that stage of my life. But if it 
was going to be anyone, she remarked 
crisply, I had better have some sense and 
realize that Freddie was a decent boy. 

She was so prejudiced in favor of Fred. 
die because Manny, in his own way, showed 
interest in me. It was a peculiar way he 
had. Manny spent most of his free time 
—and he stole plenty of it from classes— 
reading up on the historical and fiction 
alized careers of the swashbuckling, domi- 
neering villains who made their names by 
taking advantage of the weaknesses of 
others. He frequented all the movies which 
featured exciting stories of big-time gang. 
sters and schemers. It was no secret, Man- 
ny’s ambition. 

Especially between Manny and me there 
were no secrets. That caused me to be the 
object of envy of the other girls in our 
neighborhood. For Manny, at seventeen, 
had a bold handsomeness as hard and in- 
teresting as an uncut diamond. His eyes 
were fantastically bright, but that was the 
only alive thing about his face. I think 
that, all his life, Manny tried to make his 
face a mask. Gamblers, he said. never 
showed an emotion whether at a poker ta 
ble or with a woman. 

The closest Manny ever came to showing 
an emotion with a woman was when he wa: 
with me. I could only sense it vaguely in 
those days, but Manny had a consuming 
jealousy of my friendship with Freddie. 

“Why fool around with a square like 
Freddie?” he asked me one day as We 
paused during a stroll through the park. 
“He’s the type of sucker who’s going tv 
make it possible for me and my old lads 
to keep looking good when I get where I'm 
going. An artist. he wants to be! Hub! 
What’s in that for a girl like you, Lane: 
You got class, baby. Real class.” 

Little did I know that Manny had picked 
up that “class” line from the second-rate 
movies and little would I have cared hat 
I known. I was at the age where my figutt 
was getting to be something a little mor 
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than ordinary. I wasn’t pretty but I knew 
how to be always fresh and attractive. I 
had my share of popularity and I’d had my 
share of compliments from boys. But none 
of the bouquets they’d handed me could 
compare with the cool, knowing observa- 
tion of Manny Juarez; his assurance that 
I had “class.” 

An assurance like that was something I 
needed. I'd felt like a nobody all my six- 
teen years. I was grateful to my Aunt 
Binny for bringing me up, but I hated her 
for it too because I felt indebted to her and 
couldn’t think of any way to pay her back. 
She wasn’t the kind of warm, understand- 
ing person who inspired you to return what 
she did for you by making her proud. I 
often wondered what my long dead parents 
had been like. No one ever told me and 
I would have died rather than ask Aunt 
Binny. I felt that they must 
have been people of some culture and qual- 
ity and—yes—class. Otherwise, how to ac- 
count for my instinctive dislike for the 
squalid slums in which we lived, the horri- 
ble matter-of-factness with which most of 
my neighbors accepted the crowding, the 
summer stickiness, the bare, splintery 
floors and little pot-bellied stoves, the day 
to day drudgery which took its double toll 
because you were not only poor but col- 
ored too. 

Every so often, the four walls of Aunt 
Binny’s rickety little apartment seemed to 
mock me with their bare ugliness. They 
seemed to close in on me as I studied at 
the kitchen table. I would want to scream 
or hurl myself out of the door and run un- 
til I dropped from exhaustion. But I was 
able to control myself, to wrestle with my 
books and examinations. I’ve got to get 
away from this. I won’t become a prisoner, 
I told myself. Education. Education. 
That’s the way to do it. 

I told Manny about my frustrations. It 
was easy to talk to Manny. He seemed to 
be cautiously flattered by confidences. You 
could only talk to Freddie about current 
events, the Latin exam, the part last week- 
end. You could talk to Manny about any- 
thing. 

“You and me—we’re the same.” Manny 
told me one night when I had to let loose 
atorrent of abuse about our neighborhood. 
the way we lived and the lack of ambition 
of our people. “We’re the same.” he re- 
peated, his eyes burning into mine as if 
he wanted to hypnotize me. “I’m going 
to get away from this, you watch. I’m sav- 
ing money, Lane. Every cent I can get. I 
got a gift. A gift for gambling. I ain’t no 
artist, but I got a gift and I’m not settling 
for peanuts, either. I’m going all the way 
to the top, Lane, and when I get there I’m 
gonna same some space for you. I like you. 
Five years from today. I’m 


Somehow, 


You got class. 
gonna be rich and I don’t care how I get 
there,” he said. “Be a fool and stick with 
Freddie or get wise and string along with 
me,” 

Then, as if he was afraid he had said 
more than was wise, Manny turned and 
left me. I was thrilled by the conviction 


and confidence of him. I was thrilled be- 
cause he thought I belonged up at the top 
too—with him. 
THA NIGHT started my _ rebellion 
against Aunt Binny and my closest girl 
friends who were trying to push me on out 
into life with Freddie. Everyone assumed 
that I would go to the senior prom with 
Freddie. Freddie assumed it too and so 
had I until the night that Manny had let 
me dream great big wonderful dreams. I'd 
never felt Manny’s arms about me, nor 
tasted his lips, but I was in love with him. 
I knew it. And he was love with me. 
Maybe he didn’t know it yet. 

I started scheming to get Manny to take 
me to the prom. First, I had to get rid of 
Freddie. 

“Who you taking to the prom, Freddie?” 
I asked him innocently. 

His eyes went wide. 

“Why you, baby. 

I hesitated, then plunged. 

“T can’t go with you, Freddie,” 
him. “I’ve promised someone else.’ 

He stared at me in disbelief. “Somebody 
else?” he repeated in amazement. “Are 
you kiddin’?” Then his eyes narrowed. 
“Tl take one guess,” he offered tensely. 
“Tt’s Lucky Manny, the two-penny gambler. 
Manny, the two-bit hustler. Isn’t it?” 

I turned to him angrily. “Right, Rem- 
brandt.” I sneered. “It’s Manny and some- 
day when you’re sweating it out in some- 
body’s attic trying to figure out one of your 
own works of genius, I'll ask two-bit hus- 
tler Manny to send you a donation for your 
rent.” 

The wounded look in Freddie’s eyes was 
more than I could stand. Between us, up 
his artist ambitions had been a 
sacred subject of discussion. I 


Who else?” 


of course, 


I told 


to now, 
reverent, 
had always shown great interest. given him 
great encouragement and now—I had 
mocked the desire of his heart. I wouldn’t 
have been so cruel if there hadn’t been 
something way down deep, making me real- 


ize I was wrong. But I didn’t care. I 
stalked off, leaving Freddie crushed and 
helpless. 

I had burned my bridges behind me now, 
as far as the prom was concerned. None 
of the other boys I knew would ask me 
to go to the prom. They all Anew I'd be 


going with Freddie. I had to make Manny 


take me. I had to. I phoned him that 
afternoon. 
“Manny,” I said simply. “T want to go 


to the prom with you.’ 
There was a secondary pause. 


“Wasn’t going to the prom, baby,” Man- 
ny answered slowly. Then, he added: 


“But now I am.” 

That was all. I loved the way he’d han- 
dled it. No questions about Freddie. No 
concern about little details—what time to 
call—and all the usual things. Manny 
wasn’t usual. 

With help from Aunt Binny, who was a 
wonderful seamstress, and a few dollars I 
had earned typing menus for the owner of 
the restaurant around the corner, I man- 
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aged to outfit myself for the prom. Even 
my crusty old aunt had to admit that I 
looked beautiful in my dreamy white or- 
gandie. I gasped with pleasure when a 
uniformed messenger delivered a lovely 
corsage of orchids. From Manny. That 
was all that was written on the card. It 
was enough. 

The card was enough to set Aunt Binny 
off too. It was the first hint she had that I 
was going to the prom with Manny. She 
raved and ranted, told me I was a fool to 
pass up a nice kid like Freddie, warned 
me that I was headed for every imaginable 
kind of destruction. 

You never tried to out-talk Aunt Binny. 
All you did was pretend to listen in half- 
bored, half-respectful silence. I would be 
away from her ranting any minute now, 
away off on a cloud with Manny, my magic 
Manny who, some day soon, was going to 
take me away for good to live on the clouds 
forever. Yes, any minute now, he’d rap on 
my door, cool and handsome, to take me 
to the prom where our entrance would 
cause a breath-taking sensation. I pirou- 
etted in front of my dim mirror, imagining 
how I would rebuff everyone who wanted 
to dance with me—everyone except Manny. 

But the minutes went by until the scarred 
old alarm clock on my wooden dresser said 
ten. I wonder what happened to Manny, I 
thought, giving in to a fearful doubt which 
had been creeping upon me for the last 
thirty minutes. Don’t be silly, girl, I rep- 
rimanded myself. He’ll be here. After all, 
he didn’t say any special time. But he 
knows the prom begins at nine, ends at 
midnight, I argued. 

I sat down with a magazine. I mustn’t 
get upset and spoil the radiant look that 
had been glowing in my eyes all day and 
for the past few days. But I couldn’t read. 
I could only count the minutes which crept 
by-as slowly as eternity itself. Ten-fifteen. 
Ten-thirty. Oh, what a fool I had been to 
listen to Manny’s He didn’t 
care anything about anyone but himself. 
I had forced myself on him. Aunt Binny 
had been right. How could I go out of my 
room and face her? How could I face the 
world of my friends and fellow seniors? 
What would Freddy do? Laugh in my face? 

Then my heart pounded as I heard a car 
draw up in front of the house, heard the 
luxurious slam of a car door. A cab, I 
thought wildly. It’s Manny in a cab. He’s 
come for me. He’s kept his promise. I 
strained, listening hopefully as the foot- 
steps came lightly up the stairs. A com- 
fortable feeling of reassurance drained 
back into me when the knock came on the 
door. I jumped up from my chair, went to 
my mirror again to add a few final touches 
to my makeup. All the while, I listened as 
Aunt Binny’s slow steps dragged across the 
floor. She opened the door. I heard her 
mumble an ungracious “good evening.” 
And the answer came in Manny’s rich, 
deep voice. I flung open my door and 
walked out proudly, intending to dazzle 
him with my carefully-prepared glamour. 
But it was I who was dazzled at the bril- 





smooth line. 





liance of his firm, tall figure, the easy way 


he wore his faultless full dress. He was 
smiling. 

“Hello, Manny,” I said breathlessly, 
yearningly. 


His hard eyes flicked me from head to 
toe. A tiny spark of approval came be. 
tween us like an electric current. 


“T see you’re ready, Lane,” he said, 
“ ? ” 

Let’s go. 

He turned and faced the door. In any. 


one else it would have been bad manners, 
I thought. No apology for being late. No 
spoken compliment of my appearance. But 
in Manny it was the devil-may-care, conf- 
dent charm which is the gift of only a few 
human beings. 
We left the silently disapproving obser. 
vation of Aunt Binny, went down the old 
steps and out into the warm intimacy of 
the June evening. I felt Manny throw a 
slanting look at me as we stepped out of 
the front door. If he was searching for 
surprise, he found it. I gasped at the long. 
black sleekness of a shiny Cadillac purring 
in front of the door. 
“Manny.” I demanded in 
“Where'd you borrow it?” 
“Didn’t, baby, I rented it,” he said in. 
differently. “We might as well take you 
to prom in style, huh?” 
Without waiting for further comment, he 
was helping me into the car. Then swiftly, 
he slid into the seat beside me. I was rid. 
ing my pink cloud with Manny as we raced 
off. headed for the school auditorium. 
“What’s doing after the prom, Lane?” 
Manny asked, jarring me out of my dream. 
“Oh, most of the kids are going to Car 
ters,” I told him. Carters was a roadside 
spot which, in some mysterious way, man: 
aged to serve drinks to minors and not lose 
its license. 
He looked at me quizzically. 
“You want to go to that dive?” he asked. 
“T’ll go anywhere as long as you're with 
me. Manny,” I said sincerely. 
“Tell you what we'll do,” he suggested. 
Then he mentioned one of the swankiest, 
most exclusive clubs in town. A real glam: 
our stop. 
“Oh, Manny. how wonderful,” I agreed. 
Then I added: “But it’s such an expensive 
place.” 
His eyes roved my face expressionlesshy, 
but it was a look of fond rebuke. 
“Nothing’s too expensive for us. Noth 
ing’s too good for a girl and a guy with 
class.” 
I tingled, remembering the first time he! 
used that word to me. 
“Besides,” Manny added as we pullei 
up into a parking lot around the corne 
from the auditorium, “why do you thisi 
I was late calling for you, baby. I had‘ 
attend to a little last minute business ! 
make sure we’d have plenty of money ! 
burn.” ! 
My eyes widened as he peeled a bill 
a fat roll and handed it carelessly to th 
parking lot attendant. 
“Little Christmas present for you, Mac} 
he told the attendant. “Make sure you pi 
the heap in a good spot.” 


delight. 
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] HAVE NEVER been happy, throughout 
my entire life, as I was happy the night 
of my prom. I wasn’t at all disappointed 
in the stir we created among the dancing, 
laughing seniors as we swept in together. 
Heads turned and whispers buzzed. We 
continued to attract attention. Manny was 
a polished dancer and I, who had never 
been too much on the dance floor, felt my- 
self moving in perfect harmony with him. 
Only once, in a group at a table, did I catch 
a flash of Freddie’s face and, for a second, 
the hungry look as he followed me with his 
eyes, gave me a jolt. But it was soon for- 
gotten in the glory of being with Manny. 
When the last dance number had been 
played, Manny, I and another couple who 
he’d invited along, drove off to the exclu- 
sive club where Manny had already made 
reservations. We drank long, cooling 
drinks from beautiful glasses, ate a deli- 
cious supper, laughed at and applauded a 
top-notch floor show and ogled the Negro 
and white celebrities who made the place 
their rendezvous. All the while, Manny, 
who had made it clear that he was paying 
the bill, sat back and watched us enjoy 
ourselves, seeming to get his pleasure out 
of studying our own, smiling graciously 
when I telegraphed him a look of gratitude 
or squeezed his hand affectionately. 

It was almost dawn when Manny and I 
drove up in front of my house. For one 
terrible moment, I felt as though I had 
stepped off my pink cloud right into a gar- 
bage dump. The neighborhood looked ten 
times worse in the streaky dawn than it 
had ever looked before. I suppose it was 
the contrast of the wonderful place we had 
left with this God-forsaken slum street 
which brought me a fleeting disillusion. 
Manny sensed my mood as he parked the 
car. He turned to me, took me tenderly in 
his arms, drew me to him and crushed my 
lips with his. Drawing a sharp breath, I 
threw my arms about his neck and let my- 
self go floating upward again to my cloud. 
Only this was no cloud, this time. This 
was real. A dizzying, exciting wave of 
tenderness flowed through me and I pressed 
him closer, toying with his ears, playing 
with the hair at the nape of his neck, 
sinking, sinking into a plunging thrill. 

“Oh, Manny, Manny,” I whispered com- 
pellingly in his ear. “I love you, darling. 
Love you more than anyone else on earth.” 

As if he knew that the tension was 
mounting too fast and too high, he released 
me gently, 

“I know, baby,” he said softly. “I told 
you we were the same.” 

He was saying that he loved me, yet he 
wasn’t saying it. 

While my eyes were fixed on him as if 
I were bewitched, he reached carelessly 
into his pocket and took out a little box. 
I stared unbelievingly as he snapped it 
open and extracted a gorgeous little dia- 
mond ring. 

“For your engagement finger,” Manny 
said. He put it on my engagement finger. 
Iwas speechless but my heart cried out as 
my lips met his again. 


Not even the nagging demands of Aunt 
Binny that I give Manny his ring back, 
nor her anger at my staying out “all night” 
was enough to subdue the tremendous hap- 
piness which had come to me with my new 
love. 

“Ridin’ around in Cadillacs. Spending 
money like water and buying diamonds,” 
Aunt Binny grunted. “He’s no good, Lane. 
You mark my words. He’ll come to no 
good. You know how he gets that money, 
I hope. He’s a cheap gambler, that’s what. 
You better get some sense in your thick 
head, girl.” 


Sure, Manny was a gambler. And he 
had worked extra hard being a gambler 


the night of the prom just so he could set 
me up on a throne and make me his queen 
for a night. Oh, I knew gambling was 
wrong, immoral and all that. But slums 
were wrong too, slums, dirt and laziness 
and the unwritten laws which said that 
people of my color couldn’t have equal op- 
portunity to make a go of it the right way. 
That’s the way I reasoned. I had to justify 
the tiny voice inside of me which joined 
in the chorus of Aunt Binny’s fearful 
warning. 

The night of the prom was merely the 
first in a succession of wonderful evenings 
with Manny. Nothing was too good for me 
if money could get it. Manny lavished me 
with lovely things. But, even if he hadn’t 
had a penny, it would have been the same 
for me. I was hopelessly in love. 

That’s why I was so desperate when 
Manny told me he’d received his Army 
questionnaire. 

“Oh, darling,” I cried in agony, “what 
are we going to do without each other?” 

He smiled knowingly. 

“T’ll write you and you'll write me,” he 
said. “Don’t you know this is the greatest 
break for us, really?” 

“Why, Manny?” I asked curiously. 

An intense light came into his eyes as 
he began talking. He had been scheming 
for the day when he would be drafted. It 
was while he was in service that he in- 
tended to “get well,” to get his start 
financially as a big time operator. The 
army was full of suckers, he pointed out. 
Just a ready-made deal for a smart gam- 
bler. If you knew how to use your head 
and your hands, if you knew certain tricks 
of the trade, you could do much better in 
the service than in civilian life where there 
was so much competition. You just had to 
have a sizeable stake to begin with. You 
made friends among the right people, your 
first sergeant, some of the officers. They’d 
all be poor devils, living from month to 
month on their pay. So you loaned them 
money. Some you charged interest. Oth- 
ers you didn’t. You never tried to be any 
more than a private. Promotions would 
mess up the works. Every pay day, you’d 
stand around and collect the money owed 
you. Then you’d spread the blanket for a 
hot crap game and the suckers who looked 
at their unimportant pay and dreamed of 
doubling, tripling it, would come your way. 
You let some of them win sometimes. Most 
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of them lost all the time. Gee, what a deal! 

At this stage of the game, I think I would 
have agreed if Manny had asked me to 
walk off the edge of a cliff. I was that 
much in love with him. When he took me 
tenderly into his arms, the thrill of his 
kiss, the whispered words of endearment 
and his promise that he would come back 
to me—that we’d be married—if I’d only 
wait for him, made my head swim, my 
heart pound with an exciting tempo. 

Just because I was so deliriously happy, 
time seemed to spin away with an amazing 
swiftness. Even though I was still frus- 
trated and sick of my environment, I felt 
secure in Manny’s love, heartened by the 
hope of a wonderful future with him. It 
was this hope and faith in Manny which 
took so much of the sting out of our part- 
ing the day that he left for the service. It 
wasn’t long before I began receiving very 
substantial hints that my faith in his abil- 
ity to “make good” was justified. Three 
months from the day Manny left, I re- 
ceived a letter from him. He had been 
writing regularly, but this letter was some- 
thing special. There was a brief note in- 
side, which began: 

“I got it made, baby. This whole thing 
is a setup—a sweetheart of a setup.” 

Neatly folded inside the note were five 
one hundred dollar money orders made out 
to me. 

I gasped and hastily resumed reading 
the note. 

“Here’s a little something to keep you 
from being bored,” Manny had written. 
“I really called my shot on the loot that 
could be picked up in the army by a smart 
boy. This little contribution was made to 
me in a little session we had on payday. 
What’s more, I won another two-three hun- 
dred which I’ve loaned out at a nice rate 
of interest. I’m getting along great, not 
soiling my hands with kitchen duty or any 
other uninteresting things because most of 
the non-coms who are over me know that 
I’m the guy who can always help them out 
over a rough financial spot. Do what you 
want with the money. Buy some pretty 
clothes, take a trip—anything you want. 
Every month I’m going to send you money. 
Spend some of it and save the rest for a 
stake for us because, when I get out of this 
mess, I’m going to do some things that will 
make this kind of dough look like peanuts. 


” 


Love you, darling. 

I was so proud and happy I almost cried. 
To think of Manny having so much confi- 
dence in me. I'd never let him down. Only 
for a fleeting second did I give a thought 
to the poor GI’s who had never had a 
chance gambling against Manny. Then I 
dismissed that passing idea because after 
all, I reasoned, they were old enough to 
be soldiers. Therefore, they ought to have 
sense enough to look out for themselves. 
If Manny didn’t win their money, someone 
else would. 

I was tempted to go on a shopping spree. 
But swiftly I decided to surprise Manny 
instead. I would save every penny he sent 
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—that is, except in case of an emergency. 
When he came home, he’d find a real nest 
egg waiting and he’d know he had trusted 
the right person. I went to a bank on Mar- 
ket Street and proudly opened an account. 

To a person like me, who’d never been 
used to much, it was almost frightening, 
the amount of money Manny sent home 
within the next year. I kept a careful ac- 
count of the money and didn’t touch a cent 
until the time Manny wrote me, begging 
me to pay him a visit at Camp Claiborne, 
Louisiana, where he was stationed. It 
seemed that he’d gotten in bad with his 
company commander about a few argu- 
ments and several fights and wasn’t able 
to get a furlough. I was frightened when 
he said that if I didn’t come to see him, 
he’d go over the hill and come home. An 
argument with Aunt Binny clinched my 
decision to make the trip. 

All the while, Aunt Binny had been vio- 
lently disapproving of my devotion to Man- 
ny, the regularity with which we corre- 
sponded with each other. 

“Take the advice of an old fool,” she’d 
mutter. “That rascal will come to no good 
—and you with him.” 

I hadn’t dared teil her about the bank 
account and Manny’s plans for our future. 
The day after Manny’s invitation to me to 
make the trip South, she found out about 
the money. I'd been doing some volunteer 
Red Cross work and had a typing job in 
a Broad Street real estate office. A few 
days ago, when Manny’s letter came with 
$250 in money orders, I’d been too tired 
to go to the bank and had mailed the 
deposit. 

When the bank book came back with 
the latest figures added to the better than 
$5000 balance, Aunt Binny, eaten up with 
curiosity, had opened the letter and ex- 
amined it. When I came home from work, 
she was waiting for me, the picture of ac- 
cusing rage. She descended to depths of 
which I had never supposed her capable, 
calling me vile and nasty names, insinuat- 
ing that I was immoral and accepting 
money from a man in return for the loss 
of my self-respect. 

I defied her. Hurt and outraged by the 
tongue-lashing she gave me, I went further 
than I had ever intended. 

“T hate you,” I shouted. “I’ve always 
hated you. I hate you as much as [ hate 
this old dirty, filthy neighborhood and the 
little, vulgar people who live in it, people 
like you—with nasty minds. I’m going to 
leave this place. Yes, I’m going to camp 
to see Manny, the only person who appre- 
ciates me and knows how to treat me. And 
I’m not coming back, either. Some day, 
when Manny and J are sitting on top of 
the world, I'll send you every filthy cent 
you ever spent on me.” 

Leaving my aunt aghast, I flung out of 
the room, the tears scalding my cheeks. I 
packed my best clothes and left the house. 
I stayed at a girl friend’s home that night 
and the next day at the Union Station, I 
wired Manny that I was coming. 


HAT TRAIN ride seemed to last a life. 

time. But time and place lost all sig. 
nificance when the train pulled into the 
little Alexandria station and I sighted 
Manny, smooth and tanned a wonderful 
color, straining anxiously, waiting for me, 
The next moment I was in his arms, kissing 
him hungrily, giving way to all the yearn. 
ing that had built up in me. 

Manny had rented a comfortable room 
for me with a nice family in town and no 
girl had such a gay time as I enjoyed those 
three weeks I spent with Manny. Every 
evening he came to town and we had a 
wonderful time, going to movies, dances 
and parties. The only burden on my heart 
was that I had no place to go. I could 
never live with Aunt Binny again. I told 
Manny everything that had happened. 

“You mean you haven’t even touched the 
money I’ve sent home, except for this 
trip?” he asked me wonderingly. 

“T wanted you to know you could trust 
me,” I explained. 

“You’re too good to be true,” Manny 
told me, taking me in his arms. “As for 
your aunt, forget about her. Let’s get mar. 
ried right down here. I’m going to be 
shipped overseas soon, I think, but you can 
go to New York and live—get yourself a 
nice place and when I get discharged, we'll 
be right in the big city where we belong— 
the city of bigtime ideas—the city for you 
and me.” 

Manny and I were married in Alexan. 
dria. It wasn’t by any means the kind of 
marriage I’d looked forward to or dreamed 
of—no old lace and orange blossoms, but 
I was happy just to know that I was leay- 
ing the drab old life; that now, irrevocably. 
I belonged to Manny. In fact, I was » 
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Mrs. Manny Juarez that I went all-out to 
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and dreamed and saved. It was a colorless 
existence except for that fact that Manny 
wrote as regularly as the weeks rolled 
around. Once every month, just as regu- 
larly. he sent those precious money orders. 
I began to get almost a miserly pleasure 
in watching the bank book figures mount 
what with Manny’s winnings, his allot- 
ment checks and the substantial weekly 
sums I saved from my wages. 

All told, there was a whopping $15,000 
in our account the day the world went mad 
with the news that the war was over. Three 
months later, my whole world took on a 
rose-colored hue. For Manny, a little 
leaner, a bit harder, but just as coolly 
handsome, walked back into my life. 

Between grateful kisses and the mur- 
mured words of how much we’d missed 
each other, my husband told me things 
were going to be different. He had it all 
planned. 

“First thing we’re going to do is get our- 
selves one of the maddest apartments in 
town,” he announced. “We're moving up 
on Sugar Hill. You’ve had enough of this 
pinching pennies. You deserve to see some 
living now, baby. Besides, in my business, 
you need a front.” 

The thought crossed my mind that I 
ought to try to talk Manny into investing 
our savings in a respectable business; to 
tell him that we could get to the top that 
way by working hard together and being 
careful. But I had so much confidence in 
him and so much love for the way he took 
his fate in his own hands that I restrained 
myself. What Manny wanted was what I 
wanted. 

Manny wanted a real plush apartment 
on upper Edgecombe, a houseboy, a long 
seek Cadillac and a fabulous wardrobe 
for the both of us. He didn’t have to use 
all our cash to get these things either. This 
I couldn’t understand. But he explained 
that he had connections and could get 
credit. Manny was a coming man in Har- 
lem’s underworld and a lot of important 
people knew that—people with whom, in 
many devious ways, he had made contacts 
inthe service. Every night our apartment 
buzzed with the voices of some of the 
wealthiest folk in Long Island’s and Har- 
lm’s sporting set, the people who had 
sambling fever. I was a gracious hostess 
ad Manny was a smooth host. Every 
morning very early, we counted the take 
fom the gambling, from the liquor sold. 
We were coining money, hand over fist. 

“The sky’s the limit,” Manny told me de- 
lightedly. 

A year after we had begun operating the 
apartment, Manny bought half-interest in 
‘small, exclusive club. I never knew just 
ww he worked it, but, several months after 
te took the club over, he had gotten rid 
if his partner and owned the place out- 
ight. Our apartment was still the head- 
quarters for the wide-open games of 
thance. It became a little Monte Carlo 
vhere some of the top-ranking people 
tow business and other 
tame for thrills. 
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TESTED AND PROVEN METHOD 
Requires only 15 minutes a Day! 
Well-known authority on legs with years of experience 
offers you this tested and proven scientific course—only 
fifteen minutes a day—in the privacy of your home! Con- 
tains step-by-step illustrations of the easy scientific leg 
technique with simple instructions: gaining stronger legs, 
improving skin color and circulation of legs: also normal 
causes of skinny legs, plus leg measurement chart of 
each section of leg according to height and weight. From 
the very first day you may feel the exhilarating effects of 
this method. Health culture asked this well-known au- 
thority on legs to write a series of articles on the funda- 
mentals of this type of method. This magazine believed 
their readers should learn about this wonderful technique. 
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LONG, THICK 
HAIR STARTS! 


Highest medical authorities agree that 
hair grows and is fed from the scalp . 
and that a healthy scalp is a MUST for 
lovely, healthy hair. Make this TEST 
right now! Rub your scalp... is it tight 
or sore? Does it itch? Is it crusted with 
dandruff and greasy deposits of heavy 
hair dressings? Has it been abused with 
hot combs, marcel irons or straighten- 
ers? If you answer yes to any of these, 
you may be cheating yourself of a nor- 
mally healthy scalp where naturall 
thick, luxuriously long hair, grows! IT’ 
SO EASY TO FIND OUT! Try amazing 
new SCALP TREET with ‘Sulfur for = 
full month at 
risk! SCALP TREET, 
containing the sub- 
stance that is part of 
hair itself, soothing 
LANOLIN and other 
proved ingredients, 
does these 5 things 
AT with massage. (1) al- 
: lays itching, (Scratch- 
OUR RISK! ing can cause hair 
loss.) (2) stimulates 
blood circulation of scalp surface, (3) 
removes loose dandruff, (4) soothes ir- 
ritation and tenderness, (5) ‘‘exercises’”’ 
to help keep scalp normally loose 
not tight. Try wonderful SCALP TREET 
not just one time or a few days, but 
FOR A FULL MONTH. If you can’t 
actually see and feel the difference in 
your sealp and hair, ALL YOUR MONEY 
BACK! No where, at any price, is there 
anything finer or better for your scalp 
than SCALP TREET with SULFUR. 
One Month Treatment sent postpaid for 
only $1.00 plus 20c tax (total: $1.20) or 
sent C.O.D. plus postage and C.O.D. 
fee. Rush order today. You save 25c by 
sending payment with order. Keystone 
Co., , Dept. SE-5, Memphis, Tenn, 
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community... doctors rely on them. 
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extended high up in the city government. 
He never had to worry about raids. 

“Everybody’s got a price,” he'd tell me. 
“Tt isn’t always money people want. But 
there’s always a price.” 

I had never dreamed I would live in lux- 
ury the like of which Manny gave me. | 
had expensive furs, beautiful gowns, my 
own car and chauffeur. Everywhere | 
went, I was pointed out as Mrs. Manny 
Juarez. It was a dream world. 

But, every so often, my thoughts went 
back to Philadelphia, to Aunt Binny and 
Freddie, the boy who had wanted to be an 
artist. I salved my conscience about Aunt 
Binny by sending her money fairly regu- 
larly. She never wrote, but she accepted 
the money. I was glad I could make the 
gesture. After all, mean and evil as she 
had been, Aunt Binny had brought me up. 
supported me in the best way she knew. 
As for Freddie, I couldn’t dismiss him from 
my mind. I wondered if he’d ever realized 
his ambitions in art, wondered if he’d ever 
gotten over the shabby way I'd treated 
him. But after all, I told myself, I 
shouldn’t be worrying about Freddie. I 
had everything I wanted. I was happy with 
Manny. Or was I? 

The first time I had to ask myself that 
question was when I experienced my first 
disillusion with Manny. We were remi- 
niscing one evening about how deliberately 
we'd built our world of security. I was 
complimenting Manny on his determina- 
tion. 

“You come in for a great deal of the 
credit, baby,” he told me gratefully. “The 
way you handled the money while I was in 
service.” He chuckled lightly. “Of course, 
I’d have been straight anyhow,” he added 
as a sort of afterthought. 

“How do you mean, Manny?” I asked 
curiously. 

He looked at me indulgently. 

“Oh, nothing. darling. Only thing I mean 
is that if you had gone wild with the loot 
I sent, I'd still have had my stake when 
I got out.” 

“T don’t understand, Manny,” I pressed 
him. Something caught at my heart, warn- 
ing me that I was about to learn something 
shocking and unpleasant. 

“Well, you never know, baby,” 
plained. “I mean, it’s just not smart to put 
all your eggs in one basket. So I just 
didn’t send you all the money I won. I 
sent half of it each time. If you had 
messed up on me, I would have still been 
okay.” 

I stared at him with widened eyes. 

“You mean you didn’t really trust me, 
after all.” 

Manny got up from the divan, walked 
about the exquisite room a bit impatiently. 

“Tt’s not a question of trusting, baby. It’s 
a matter of being smart, that’s all. I heard 
too much about these squares that sent all 
their money home and got back to find 
someone else enjoying it.” 

I was powerless to reply. 
the many temptations Id 
thought of the clothes which had caught 


he ex- 


I thought of 
resisted. I 


my eye, the good times I could have had, | 
thought of how I had foregone all these 
things to justify what I believed to he 
Manny’s faith. I remembered the long, 
tiresome hours in the defense plant. Then 
I remembered Manny’s favorite words—the 
slogan he always used which I had wanted 
to believe he meant for everyone but me. 

“Only a sucker trusts anybody,” he al- 
ways said. 


[* WAS THEN I began to realize that the 

cold hardness for which I had admired 
Manny so much could become a barrier 
between the two of us. I didn’t say anything 
at the moment. I was too sick at heart at 
the revelation that Manny had held out on 
me. It wasn’t the money he had held out 
that mattered. It was the fact that I didn’t 
have his complete confidence. 

It’s peculiar how your love for a person 
can disintegrate after the first discordant 
note comes into your relationship. It’s 
something like the progress of a volcanic 
eruption. The first rumbling is faint. Then 
the small pebbles of discontent begin to 
roll. It builds up until the whole thing 
goes up in smoke and fury. 

That’s the way it got to be with Manny 
and me. 

Money changed Manny even though he 
had always been used to having more 
money than the people around. Money 
overpowered him and became his God. His 
name was whispered with respect through- 
out Harlem because of his wizardry in be. 
coming a well-to-do man. But well-to-do 
Manny wanted to be wealthy. He wanted 
a king-sized fortune. He decided to go into 
the numbers game. 

He was a genius at organization. Gath- 
ering some lieutenants around him, he 
muscled in on the territory of one of the 
biggest numbers bankers in Harlem. It 
was a dangerous business and, even to this 
day, I have no idea how much bloodshed 
it caused. I know there was some. But 
Manny had begun to sense in me a dis 
approval of his grasping ambitions. He 
began to tell me less and less about his af- 
fairs. He was wrapped up in so many 
shady enterprises that he began to spend 
less time at home. Five years after we had 
moved to Sugar Hill, Manny was a finan- 
cial king in Harlem’s underworld. His 
name was one to be conjured with. The 
newspapers hinted at his activities, but he 
had the smoothest brains, the coolest nerve 
and the best lawyers possible. Manny was 
too slick to be caught—that is for quite 4 
while. 

The happiness I had known with him 
was turning sour. I had everything in life 
a woman could want. But the only friends 
I had were those who knew I could afford 
fabulous parties; friends who wanted t 
make a touch; to drink my scotch and 
away whispering about me. Manny bhai 
become preoccupied with his activities and 
the warmth we once knew was a thing 
the past. We weren’t husband and wile 
any longer. We just lived together. We 
now had a home in St. Albans and a cout 
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try place upstate. But we didn’t have each 


other. 

The numbing pain of losing Manny was 
my punishment, I guess, for being willing 
from the first, to accept his crooked way 


of life. I felt I had to accept that punish- 
ment. But when he started cheating, I 


thought my heart would break. More and 
more often, he was photographed in night 
clubs with the glamorous women of the 
hour. The newspapers headlined the story 
when two liquored-up models fought tooth 
and nail over him on the corner of 125th 
Street and 7th Avenue early one morning. 
Our dream world was crashing into sordid 
bits. Through it all, Manny remained cold, 
tight-lipped, a bit sneering when I begged 
and pleaded with him to forsake his ways 
and help rebuild our love. 

“You've got more than any woman in 
Harlem. baby,” he’d tell me. “What do 
you want, blood?” 

It was the height of irony that Freddie 
should walk into the picture then. It was 
right after the scandal broke in the news- 
papers that Freddie phoned me. I was 
amazed to hear from him, but even more 
so to realize that his voice had started trip- 
hammer pounding in my heart. Freddie 
wanted to know if I was all right, if there 
was anything he could do. 

“I'm not rich or powerful like Manny,” 
he told me. “But, when I read the stories 
in the papers, I wondered if you were un- 
happy; if there was any way I could help. 
I've never stopped loving you, Lane. 
Never.” 

For a moment, I wanted to hang up, to 
tell Freddie it would be unfair to Manny 
for me to talk to him, the way I felt. But 
I couldn’t. I wanted to see Freddie. Be- 


sides. what allegiance did I owe to Manny. 
He wasn’t a husband. He had become a 
stranger. 


I began seeing Freddie. I don’t know 
whether it was because I was in love with 
him really or that I was so frustrated. love- 
starved and hurt about my marriage. At 
any rate, we saw each other constantly and 
the hours I spent with Freddie made me 
feel alive and wanted and happy until they 
were over. 

Of course Manny found out. I really 
hadn’t believed he would care. I didn’t 
think he loved me any more and I sup- 
posed he would figure in his calculating 
way. that it was best for each of us to 
break down further pretenses. I was made 
to realize in the most horrible way that 
Manny did care; that he resented my twice 
weekly trips to Freddie’s Greenwich Vil- 
lage studio. 


First, Manny spoke to me about seeing 
Freddie. He accused me of infidelity. 
When I stormed back at him and threw 
up in his face all the cheating he had done 
and was doing, Manny told me: 

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” 

I found out what Manny meant a few 
days later. Freddie found in his 
shabby little basement studio, beaten half 
to death. Manny’s gangster friends, I 
knew, had taken care of the matter for 
him. 

When Manny came home that night, I 
faced him at the door, my eyes burning 
with a horrible hatred. 

He laughed in my face. 

“T hear your boy friend had an acci- 
dent,” he told me. 

I went for him like a wildcat. I scratched 
at his face, dug my fingers in his eyes. 

He struck me a crushing blow and I fell 
to the floor unconscious. 

I awoke in bed hours later. Manny was 
The house was quiet, except for the 


was 


gone. 
solicitous and scared maid who sat by my 
bedside. 

I don’t know whether I was right or 


wrong to get revenge the way I did. But I 
did it. I went straight to the district at- 
torney’s office the minute I could get out 
of bed. I carried with me books and rec- 
ords, the condemning evidence of Manny’s 
power in the underworld. I told the whole 
story from beginning to end. 

“Underworld King’s Spouse Squeals,” 
the newspapers screamed. 

Manny went to jail swiftly and for a 
long time. 

We were stripped of everything we had 
by Manny’s partners. by his employees, by 
the claims to satisfy unpaid income taxes. 

I don’t live in Sugar Hill or a St. Al- 
bans home any longer. I have no maids or 
Cadillacs. I live in a walk-up apartment 
in a furnished room on 8th Avenue and 
every day I go to work on the subway—to 
a small real estate office where I’m a typist. 
Freddie recovered from the terrible beating, 
but I haven’t seen him because I haven’t 
let him know where to find me. I don’t 
feel worthy of his love, the clean decent 
life he lived. Maybe some day I will. I 
know now that, if I had my life to live 
over, things would be different. I’d never 
marry a gambler again. I know now that 
when I became Mrs. Manny Juarez, I be- 
came the bride of indecency, deceit, bru- 
tality and ruthlessness. Take my advice, 
If you can’t find someone to love 
be an old maid 


girls. 
who believes in honesty, 
and like it. 

THE END 
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You can REMOVE UNwanted Superfluous hair 
y and immediately. HAIR-OUT is NOT A WAX. 
Will not sting or pull, but is HARMLESS and ODOR- 
LESS. Works fast and efficiently as it removes hair from 
above and BELOW the skin’s surface. Leaves skin satiny- 
smooth and lovely to the touch. 

Try HAIR-OUT at OUR RISK! UNCONDITIONAL 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. If, after three applica- 
tions, HAIR-OUT FAILS TO PREVENT STUBBY RE- 
GROWTH return for prompt refund. You must use HAIR- 
OUT to see and feel the contentment and exhilaration of 
a HAIR-OUT appearance. Rush your name and address 
right now. Enclose $2.00 for each HAIR-OUT Kit, or pay 
postman on delivery plus postal charges. 

CHARM CO., Dept. 062 
Box 102, Knickerbocker Sta., New York 2, 
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$5O IS yours! 


FOR SELLING ONLY 100 BOXES 
CHRISTMAS CARDS 

to your friends and fellow workers. 

21 for $1 and 50 for $1.25 with name 
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proval, Costs nothing to try. 


JEWEL CARD Co. 
366 Plane St., Dept. 23, Newark, N. J. 


Do You Want To 
Make Men OBEY YOU? 


Do you want to make him 
love you wildly, fiercely? Do 
you want to make him say, 
“Darling, I adore you. I wor- 
ship you. I'll do ANYTHING 
for YOU!"’ Do you want to 
make him OBEY your every 
command? Then use CIIEZ- 
ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
help you ONTRO Men. 

ne woman told me _ that 
CHEZ-ELLE is the STRONG- 
EST perfume she ever used. 
Another woman told us that 
she blesses the day she first 
used CHEZ-ELLE, because 
now her husband comes 
home at night to help her. 

Just send me your name and address and I will rush 
a Trial Bottle of CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
you. When the postman delivers CHEZ-ELLE in a plain 
package, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for $5) with 
him on this GUARANTEE. Use CHEZ-ELLE for 10 
days. If you don’t agree that CHEZ-ELLE is the most 
POWERFUL perfume you ever used, return it and I'l! 
send your $2 right back. Write NOW to 


TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., ~~ 103-PC, New York 13 
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Can A 
Young 
Wife 

Kill You? 


(Continued from Page 11) 





in one of the downstairs offices of the First 
National Bank when Rae called me on the 
phone. 

“Pops, phone call for you,” one of the 
tellers called in to me. 

“Thanks, Jerry.” I replied. getting up to 
walk to the coin phone in the next room. 
Jerry and all the rest of the swell bunch 
down at the bank called me Pops as a 
matter of habit. I was the first Negro guard 
First National had employed and I’d been 
on the job thirty years without missing a 
day. They all respected me. 

“Sounds like the ball and chain,” Jerry 
erinned at me as I passed him. “What that 
pretty young lady sees in an old vet like 
you, I can’t understand.” 

I smiled weakly. Jerry would have been 


amazed if he had known what pain his. 


words caused inside of me. Everyone who 
knew Rae and me as an ideal couple would 
have been amazed to know how miserable 
our life had been getting to be. 

I picked up the receiver. 

“Hello,” I said apprehensively. I knew 
instinctively that Rae wasn’t calling about 
anything pleasant. 

Her voice was cool. unfriendly. 

“Hello, John,” she said. “I guess you 
know why I’m calling.” She waited. 

“Can’t say I do.” I lied. Rapidly my 
mind photographed the stormy breakfast 
scene which had left us both shaken and 
nraged, which had made me slam my way 
sut of the house without the usual good 
morning kiss. 

“Oh yes you do, John.” Rae countered 
apidly. “I want to know if you’re going 
to take me to the Ravens dance tonight.” 

Her question held an implied challenge. 

I felt as though I were standing on the 
edge of a cliff. I warned myself that I 
nust be patient, avoid another argument. 

“Listen, dear.” I said gently. “We've 
been all through that and you know what 
| told you. I’m tired, Rae. I can’t be galli- 
vanting around everywhere nights. 
can’t we just skip this one, huh, honey?” 

But Rae had her mind made up. Her 
voice was far from gentle. In fact, ’'m 
afraid she was shouting. 

“Tired. You’re always tired. Too tired 
to play bridge. Too tired to go to the 
movies. Too tired for anything. Skip this 
me, nothing! /’m tired. Sick and tired of 
being married to an old man who acts like 
a father instead of a husband. Do you 
know there are some fathers who provide 
more fun for their daughters than you do 
for your wife?” 

Her broke, but 
quickly. 


“Listen, John, my mind is made up. This 


voice she continued 


74 


Why, 


can’t go on. If you can’t take me to the 
Ravens tonight, I’m going with the Barnses. 
I’m not sitting home any more waiting for 
you and that’s that.” 

Uncontrollable anger surged in my chest. 
I spoke deliberately. 

“Rae, if you go out of the house tonight, 
you can just keep going and never bother 
to come back,” I told her. 

I waited breathlessly. realizing the final- 
ity of my words, but determined to stick 
to my point. 

There was a moment’s silence. Then I 
heard the click of the receiver. a sharp, 
insulting, heart-hurting sound. Rae had 
hung up on me. 

I went slowly back to my half-eaten 
lunch. I wasn’t hungry any more. Jerry 
shot me a questioning look as I passed 
through his office. 

If Jerry only knew! When Rae and I 
had married, Jerry and the whole gang 
from the bank, from Mr. Carlson, the pres- 
ident, on down, had come to the wedding. 
They had been so happy for me, so eager 
for Rae and I to be happy. 

I never would have dreamed 
would be otherwise. 


T SEEMED that we had everything nec- 
essary for a good marriage. It was true 
Rae was twenty years younger than I, but 
there were compensations for that, we both 
believed. I had worked hard all my life, 
saved a few thousand dollars, had my own 
apartment, a not too ancient car and a job 
which certainly meant security. If I wasn’t 
a young and dashing Don Juan, I did have 
the look of a distinguished, settled fellow. 
She wouldn’t have to be ashamed of my 
appearance ever. I had enjoyed a reputa- 
tion as one of the best dressed men in our 


things 


community. 

Rae was just what I had been search- 
ing for all my bachelor days. She was 
sweet. sensible and very attractive. She 
would make a good wife. a fine com- 
panion, I told myself—and some of my 
dubious friends who kidded me that I was 
“robbing the cradle.” 

Things worked out beautifully for the 
first two years of our marriage. We were 
devoted to each other. We had every com- 
fort and often I gratefully contrasted my 
happiness in going home to a_ pleasant 
house, a good meal and a nice, restful eve- 
ning with those lonely hours I had known 
before Rae came into my life. 

The trouble began when the Barnses 
formed a Saturday night bridge club. The 
Barnses lived next door to us. They were 
casual acquaintances, as far as I was con- 
cerned. They were constantly having par- 
ties, not loud parties but determined ones. 
They were constantly running off to this 
club and that. I didn’t approve of them 
too much, but when Rae and Clara Barnes 
became fast friends, I tried to be more 
pleasant to them. It always annoyed me. 
however, to. come home expectantly to a 
quiet evening with Rae and find Clara and 
Ken Barnes sitting in the living room. 

“Don’t they ever stay home?” I asked 
Rae after a_ particularly 


one evening 


lengthy visit our neighbors had paid us. 

She looked at me curiously. 

“You don’t like the Barnses, do you, 
dear?” she asked seriously. 

“Tt’s not that Rae,” I said unconvine. 
ingly. ‘‘It’s—well, they’re just not our 
type.” 

“Clara has been very nice to me. I don’t 
know what I would have done without her,” 
Rae told me distinctly. “It’s good for a 
housewife to have a friend like Clara, espe- 
cially when you need interests to keep life 
from being monotonous.” 

I was shocked. I had never dreamed that 
life could be anything but perfect for Rae. 
Many a woman would have given anything 
to be able to stay home, to be decently pro- 
vided for, not to have to get out and make 
a living on her own. But I didn’t think 
too much of the incident. Perhaps Rae 
had been a little irritated by my remarks 
about her friends. I'd have to be more dip. 
lomatic. 

Then the bridge club idea came along. 
Rae told me brightly one day. 

“Darling, you'll have to freshen up on 
your bridge game. Clara is starting a Sat- 
urday night bridge club for four couples 
and we’re invited to be one of the couples. 
It’s going to start at her house next Satur- 
day. Isn’t that a nice idea?” 

“Rae. dear, you know very well that I’m 
not crazy about bridge. It was nice when 
we were going together to drop in on some 
friends once in a while and play. But we 
don’t need to do that now. We have televi- 
sion, a nice library. Why go around to 
other people’s homes to sit up half the 
night when we have such a comfortable 
place of our own?” 

Rae stared at me in disbelief. 

“You mean you don’t want to join the 
club?” she demanded, her voice trembling. 

I took her in my arms. 

“Tt’s because I love you so much, Rae. 
I want you all to myself. I don’t need any- 
one else.” 

Her body quivered. The tears came to 
her eyes. She looked at me in a hurt way. 

“Well. I do need someone else,” she 
cried. “I do.” 

She wrenched herself out of my arms 
and went into the bedroom. closing. the 
door. 

It distressed me to have Rae hurt. I fol: 
lowed her into the bedroom. took her 
shaken body in my arms and said: 

“All right, Rae, I'll join the club with 
you.” 

But that Saturday night when we wenl 
to play bridge proved to be a night of dis 
aster. I could hardly hide the resentment 
I felt at being in the midst of the buzzing 
crowd. I paid little attention to my hand. 
made one-syllable replies to all attempt: 
at conversation directed at me. Several 
times during the evening. I saw people 
eyeing Rae and me curiously. Rae’s trem 
bling lip, her obvious effort to cover up 
behavior should have been a warning. 

When we got home, she said stiffly. 

“If you didn’t want to go, really. John 
why didn’t you just say so.” 
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The barriers began to go up between us 
after that. Rae never said another word 
about bridge and I noticed that she never 
mentioned Clara Barnes again. I made one 
attempt to bring the subject up. Feeling 
somewhat guilty about spoiling her pleas- 
ure, I suggested that she invite the bridge 
group over to our place some Saturday eve- 


ning. 
“To this place?” she said contemptu- 
ously. 
“What’s wrong with this place?” I 


wanted to know. I had always prided my- 
self on the apartment. 

“Nothing. except it looks like an old mu- 
seum.” she flung back at me. 

For the first time since we’d been mar- 
ried, I was furious with Rae. How dare 
she act so ungrateful. I took her to task, 
telling her how fortunate she was to have 
a home of her own and to live comfortably 
without working. The hot words that 
passed between us were more violent than 
we had imagined possible. We finally made 
up and begged each other’s forgiveness, 
but we were living an armed truce then. 


both of us thinking the other unreasonable. — 


Every so often I took Rae out to the 
neighborhood movie. to visit old friends of 
mine or to a church function. She was 
never satisfied. One evening when we re- 
turned from the home of one of the fellows 
who worked at the bank. I said cheerfully: 

“Nice evening, huh Rae?” 

“Yes.” she yawned. adding pointedly. 
“But why do they always end at ten 
o'clock?” 

“If you don’t appreciate my having some 
sense about keeping myself fit to work to 
make a living for you. Rae. you’re an un- 
grateful woman.” I flared. 

The quarrelling was on again. This time 
we didn’t make up for days. 
After that Rae seemed 
agitate the situation. She mentioned this 
dance, that social affair. baited me con- 
stantly, asking me to take her various 
places. She made insinuating remarks 
about couples who had _ good times to- 
gether. I built up a stubbornness against 

her attack. 

Then she began to sneer at my tiredness 
when I came home from work. I began to 
wonder if she was deliberately building up 
the conflict between us. 

At last came the morning when we quar- 
relled about the Ravens dance—and the 
telephone call when I told her that if she 
went out, she could stay out. 

I wasn’t myself that afternoon. I went 
about my work mechanically. The more 
I thought about the situation. the more I 
condemned myself for what had happened. 
Thad been harsh with Rae. After all, she 
was young and wanted to see more of life. 
She wasn’t as settled as I was. On my 
way home that evening, I stopped at a flor- 
ist and bought some beautiful American 
Beauties, I got a box of candy too, Rae’s 
favorite kind. I was going to make up for 
everything. But when I reached home, the 
apartment was empty. There was a note on 
the dresser. 


determined to 


“Your dinner’s in the oven,” the note 
read crisply. “I’ve gone to the beauty par- 
lor and from there to the Barnses to dress 
for the dance.” 

I ate dinner silently. The food was taste- 
less. I debated with myself whether I 
should go over to the Barnses and get my 
wife. Then my stubbornness returned. I 
was infuriated with Rae. I had done my 
share as a good husband. I reasoned. She 
was nothing but a light-headed child who 
wanted the world handed her on a silver 
platter. 

I couldn’t sleep at all that night. I tossed 
and turned in my bed. waiting to hear 
Rae’s key in the door. I didn’t want to ad- 
mit it to myself, but I was hoping and 
praying that she hadn’t taken me seriously 
on my ultimatum to “keep going” if she 
went out. 

As the hours wore on, I got angrier and 
angrier. She didn’t come home until the 
crack of dawn. She looked at me defiantly 
as she came into the bedroom. 

“There’s no point in your saying any- 
thing. John,” she began before I could 
open my mouth. “I’ve decided I’m going 
to have some fun out of life—some clean, 
decent fun. If you can’t have it along with 
me. then I'll find others who will. I don’t 
intend to do anything wrong or to disgrace 
you, but I’m not going to die slowly the 
way you want me to. If you object, then 
I'll leave.” 

I ranted, raved, threatened. begged and 
pleaded, but Rae was determined. Finally. 
we reached a sort of uneasy compromise. 
Rae would have her fun and she didn’t 
have to leave. I still didn’t approve. 


ROM THEN on my wife went on a sort 

of binge of parties. dances, bridge ses- 
sions, plays. teas and movies. I told my- 
self she would get tired of all these activi- 
ties. that it would wear off. but after sev- 
eral months of it, I began to get good and 
worried; especially when she announced 
that she was taking up tennis with a young 
cousin of the Barnses who had come to live 
with them. Heretofore, I was certain there 
had been no special man she was seeing 
on her many excursions. I couldn’t kick 
on that score anyway because she always 
went out in the company of the Barnses 
and returned with them. But she began 
seeing more and more of this cousin, Vic 
Tyler. They played tennis on Sunday 
mornings and naturally, when the Barnses 
took Rae out, there was a foursome. 

In desperation, I took the bull by the 
horns, decided to do something about the 
situation which had brought such a cool. 
unnatural atmosphere into our home. Rae 
was pleasantly surprised when I took her 
to a play one night, a movie the next and 
suggested that we play tennis that Sunday 
morning. The result of this experiment 
proved embarrassing. I had been used to 
my routine of early to bed and early to 
rise and that week’s activities sapped my 
strength completely. I was a total farce 
on the tennis courts. Rae’s playing was 
so much superior to mine and I noticed a 


sort of patronizing sneer on Vic Tyler’s 
face as he watched me struggling. I guess 
I’m just an old man, trying to keep up 
with a young girl, I finally decided. 

It was that afternoon, while she was 
showering that Rae sneered: “Why don’t 
you admit you're too old to have fun? Why 
don’t you give up?” That was the final 
blow. I felt as though I had aged ten years 
in the few months since my wife and I had 
become strangers to each other. I know 
that my dejection was reflected in my work. 
I had been known as one of the most so- 
ciable persons on the job, but I became 
quiet and, even sometimes, irritable. One 
day Jerry told me Mr. Carlson wanted to 
see me in his office. 

“Sit down, John,” the president of the 
bank told me. “Have a cigar.” His kindly 
eyes searched mine. He was like a father 
to the employees, Carlson was. 

“John,” Carlson began, “‘in the past few 
weeks I’ve been noticing that you weren’t 
acting like your old self. Then a couple 
of tellers mentioned the same thing and 
some of the other employees. You see, 
we've gotten so used to you. your cheerful- 
ness and all that. It distresses us to think 
you may have problems and that we can’t 
help. If it’s a vacation you want or fi- 
nances ‘ 

The man’s sympathetic air touched me. 
Still. I didn’t want to talk about my trou- 
ble. 

“Tt’s just a personal problem, sir,” I 
explained. 

Carlson pretended not to hear me. 

“Ts it family trouble, John?” he asked. 

You couldn’t keep anything from Mr. 
Carlson when he wanted to get at it. Then 
again, I was moved by the fact that a busy, 
important man like him could find time to 
talk with me about my personal life. Be- 
fore I knew it, I had poured out the whole 
story, not sparing myself at all. 

“T just don’t know what I’m going to do. 
Mr. Carlson.” I said sadly as I finished. 

“Amazing thing.” murmured my boss. 
“You know. I have a friend who had to 
face the same problem. He was something 
like you. He married a young girl and ex- 
pected her to change her way of life over- 
night. It just didn’t work out until he 
woke up.” 

“Woke up, how, Mr. Carlson?” I asked 
eagerly. 

“He woke up and realized that he was 
being selfish. expecting too much of his 
wife, feeling he was doing her a favor by 
supporting her. He talked with me and 
we made a study of the situation together. 
We found out that many older husbands 
and young wives have solved this problem 
of the husband keeping up with his wife. 
The trouble. in most cases, is that the 
woman is going too fast and the man too 
slow. The man either wants his wife to 
slow down completely or the wife wants 
him to accelerate his life to an extreme de- 
gree. You know, John, the problem is no 
different from any other problem of mar- 
ried couples.” 

“T don’t see how,” I disagreed. 











“It’s not different because in every mar- 
riage there is some area in which the hus- 
band and wife do not meet harmoniously. 
When each works on the principle that the 
other must give in all the way, no good 
comes of the marriage. Marriage, like life, 
must be based on a series of compromises, 
if it is to be successful. You have got to 
give in some to Rae and she has to give in 
some to you. Then you'll both find har- 
mony. not only in the physical evidences of 
surrendering something to each other, but 
also in the psychological realization that 
vou have faith in your ability to succeed.” 

“But I tried to play tennis and take her 
out.” I alibied. 

“That wasn’t the right way. She has to 
realize and so do you that there is a dif- 
ference in your ages and your ability to 
take physical exertion. There are many 
things you can do to solve the problem. 
Tell you what you do, John. . . .” 

An hour later, when I left Mr. Carlson’s 
office, there was a new sparkle in my eyes, 
a new understanding in my mind. 

I had phoned a surprised Rae and gaily 
commanded her to be home when I got 
there. 

I walked into the house, kissed her, held 
her off from me and looked at her criti- 
cally. 

“You know one thing, darling.” I said. 
“you're so pretty that I never thought of 
the fact that pretty women can be prettier 
with new hats and dresses and such stuff. 
I want you to go downtown tomorrow and 
open a charge account, buy yourself some 
new clothes.” 

She was speechless. Before she could 
catch her breath, I added: 

“T’ve had a lot of time to think and I’m 
not satisfied with this apartment the way 
it is. I just got comfortable in it, but it’s 
not appropriate for you and me as a cou- 
ple. It was all right when I lived here 
alone. How’d you like to arrange to have 
it redecorated. I know we can’t afford 
all new and modern furniture, but we can 
get a few nice pieces for the living room 
and bedroom and, if you work with the 
decorators, with your taste, I’m sure you 
can brighten it up beautifully.” 
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But that will cost a lot of money, John.” 
she protested. 

“We have a pretty good savings account 
and there’s no point in pinching every 
penny, cheating oneself out of the good 
things in life,” I told her. “Besides. how 
can we entertain in an old-fashioned place 
like this?” 

“We're going to entertain?” she asked 
breathlessly. 

“Perhaps not as much as the Barnses 
do.” I said lightly. “But we will entertain. 
By the way. don’t forget to include the 
Barnses and Vic in on the invitation list 
of our first party.” 

“Oh, John.” Rae cried gratefully. 
“You're just the most wonderful husband. 
I’ve got a confession to make. I haven't 
had much fun being out without you. The 
Barnses are nice, but they think of good 
times exclusively. I like to have my life 
mixed with good times and something se- 
rious. John, we’re going to be so happy. 
But I’m not going to let you make all the 
sacrifices. I’m going to make some too. 
I don’t have to go out all the time or have 
company every weekend. When you're 
lonely. darling, it isn’t always that you’re 
lonely for other people. Sometimes. you're 
just lonely for understanding with the one 
you love.” 

Today. Rae and I are a completely hap- 
py couple. I’ve even learned to play ten- 
nis a bit. Only. I learned from a charming 
teacher. my wife. And there wasn’t any 
young whippersnapper along to sneer and 
spoil things. Rae took great pride in her 
redecorating and now she loves her home. 
Our friends are the same kind of people 
we both like—we’ve gotten a whole new 
set of friends. the kind who like to “mix 
up” their lives with having fun and doing 
serious things too. We still see the Barnses 
every so often. but we haven’t adopted 
their way of life. by any means. 

We've discovered that a gap in age has 
nothing to do with happiness. I laugh 
softly when I think of the days when I felt 
my young wife. Rae. would be the death 
of me. She’s my life and breath now. She’s 
the dearest person in the world. 


THE END 





Stars and Numbers 


(Continued from Page 12) 


10th to 31st, the Venusian rays are trans: 
ferred to birthdays under Taurus. Cancer. 
Virgo, Scorpio and Capricorn. A friendly 
Jupiter ray from the sign Taurus can prove 
of value and help to the general welfare 
as well as romantic and marital interests 
of Capricorn people. 

The color scheme for August takes on 
regal importance, with yellow, orange and 
gold predominating. These should be used 
in all their great variety of exquisite shad- 
ings. Emerald green and azure blue make 
splendid color trimmings or backgrounds. 
Gold is the true good luck metal; diamonds 
and topaz are the age jewels. It is sug- 
gested that dresses and accessories include 
some of these colors. 
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Special number combinations for Au- 
gust are 1. 5 and 6. followed by 3, 6 and 
9; and 6. 7 and 8. The 9th. 19th and 29th 
days of August have special importance in 
romantic matters. 

My August selection of days favoring 
the conduct of important matters for those 
born under the various signs of the Zodiac 


are: 
Aries: 1, 7, 9, 11, 13, 18, 23, 28 
Taurus: 2. 6, 11. 13, 17. 23, 26, 31 


Gemini: 1. 5. 12, 13. 14. 23. 24, 26 
Cancer: 2, 5, 7, 10, 11, 14, 17, 25 

t, 2. 4 30, 12, 17, 16, 24. 31 

ET. ¥7. 22. 26. 3} 

7, 3: 23: 28 


Leo: 
Virgo: 4. 7. 
Libra: 1, 2, 4, 5, 
Scorpio: ‘2. 7. ly, 2By 205.20 
Sagittarius: 1. ; oe, Oy ol, Ze 
Capricorn: 2. 4. 5. 10, 12. 17. 28. 31 
Aquarius: 5, 7. 12, 17, 23, 26, 3] 

LG, T1, 16; 17,28, 28,31 





Pisces: 


Pride 
Made Me 
An Old 
Maid 


(Continued from Page 35) 
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facing me again. “I feel sorry for him, 

“Sorry! For that old—” 

“He isn’t really bad, Ola, just different 
from us. We were brought up differently 
and sometimes I think they’re right in call- 
ing us the names they do—hincty, stuck- 
up.” 

“See there!” I cried. “They've already 
turned you against everything Mama tried 
to teach us. The very fact that you and 
Sid fought like cats and dogs all the time 
ought to prove it could never work out.” 

“The only time Sid and I quarreled was 
when I tried to stand up for you and your 
ideas.” Ruby told me. “While I was away 
at school this summer, I did a lot of think. 
ing, Ola. I know now that it’s either you 
or Sid.” : 

She stood up abruptly, her shoulders set 
at a defiant angle. “If I choose you, I'll 
turn out to be nothing but a dried-up, old- 
maid school teacher, because I'll never love 
anyone the way I love Sid. I'll give up 
anything rather than lose him-—including 
my own sister!” 

I gazed at Ruby helplessly. I could have 
reminded her of all I'd done for her— 
working around the clock, doing without 
things so she could complete her education 
the way our parents would have wanted. 
She had taught for a year already, but now, 
just when she was getting close to her goal, 
she had to go and get all tangled up with 
Sid Jeffers. I wouldn’t have minded her 
wanting to marry someone who amounted 
to something. but the whole county knew 
what the Jeffers were like. 

Listlessly. I went out of the house to fin- 
ish my chores. 

Somehow I had to convince Ruby not to 
throw away her career, but I knew it would 
take a lot of doing as long as she was in 
fatuated with the handsome young farmer. 


THE JEFFERS had moved next door a 

- little over two years ago. They lived 
about a mile down the road and made life 
miserable for the quiet, peaceable residents 
of Spraggs Junction. There were three men 

Old Man Jeffers and his two sons, Will 
and Sid. They sort of camped out in the 
farmhouse they took over. Mr. Jeffers had 
a stiff knee, which he told everybody had 
stiffened up on him after the death of his 
wife. But after knowing him a while, ! 
suspected the truth was he’d hurt himself 
during a wild drinking bout. There were 
times when the Jeffers house may hav 
been short of food, but there always seemed 
to be a bottle of some kind of liquor om 
hand. 

I met Will shortly after their arrival 
when the tractor I was driving starte 
steaming up near the fence that separated 
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our property. Will saw the clouds of steam 
gushing out of the radiator and ran over 
to see what was wrong. All it needed, 
turned out, was a bucket of water. He 
obliged by fetching it from his house. 

“What’s a beautiful girl like you doing 
with a contraption like this?” he asked 
teasingly, as he poured the water into the 
radiator. 

“Beautiful!” I exclaimed, looking down 
at my greasy jeans and ragged shirt. My 
hair, I knew, was a sight under the shape- 
less straw hat I’d jammed on my head. 

Will nodded solemnly. “That’s what I 
said—beautiful.” 

As he screwed on the radiator cap, I 
wanted to tell him that he wasn’t so bad 
himself. He was big. I admired big men. 
In contrast to Ruby, there was nothing 
small about me. He had good, straight fea- 
tures. His eyes were clear and steady. My 
cheeks burned, but not from the hot sun. 
My thoughts made me blush just as though 
he'd actually heard them. I was embar- 
rassed. 

I had no experience in flirting or any of 
the other feminine arts, but after I’d started 
the motor, I told Will I'd baked a batch 
of biscuits that morning, hinting that he 
could get some if he came over that eve- 
ning. 

“Try and keep me away!” he smiled. 
Then he turned and placing one hand on 
the tep rail, swinging himself easily over 
the fence. 

That evening as I watched Will stride 
across the field toward our house, a strange 
excitement gripped me. “Take it easy, old 
girl!” I cautioned myself. “He’s not com- 
ing calling on you, exactly. He’s coming 
for some fresh biscuits.” 

To Ruby, who was poring 
books, I said casually, “If he stays for din- 
ner, you’ve got to help me entertain him.” 

“Not me!” she laughed. “You’re on your 
own, Sis. It’s about time you had a beau.” 

I'd never gone out on dates, and even as 
achild I felt awkward and oversized. When 
Will arrived, I was so self-conscious that I 
sat back and let him and Ruby carry on 
most of the conversation. 

When Ruby mentioned that she was in 
her last year of college and hoped to start 
teaching soon, Will said, ““My kid brother’s 
going back to agricultural school, I guess. 
He’s got just two more years under the 
CI Bill.” 

I was content to listen and watch the 
way his lips moved when he talked and the 
way his eyes crinkled up when he laughed. 
When Ruby shot me a glance, then stood 
up and made an excuse to leave, I had a 
moment of panic. I was afraid I’d seem 
so dumb and tongue-tied that Will would 
lose interest. 

But he soon had me talking as freely as 
lused to talk with my father. When he 
left, he took my hand for a moment, and 
an electric thrill raced through me at his 
touch. “I’m glad I came,” he said quietly. 
‘I think you’re swell!” 

Will came over often after that. It 
wasn’t long before I was hopelessly and 


over some 


completely in love. That autumn was the 
loveliest I’d ever seen. I found myself sing- 
ing as I went through my daily routine. 
When Ruby went away for her final year 
at school, somehow I didn’t feel lonely. I’d 
found a new interest in life; my love for 
Will was drawing me more and more out 
of myself. Cooking, which had formerly 


been almost drudgery, became the most 
important part of my duties. I’d make 
Will eat each time he came to visit, and 


when he left, his arms would be loaded 
with things to take home. 

“This sure is a break, having you for a 
neighbor,” he said one evening when I set 
out a fruit cake for him to take home. Then 
he added gravely, “But you’re more than 
just a neighbor, Ola. You know that, don’t 
you?” 

“T know,” 
I feel, too.” 

His big, 
and I felt wanted, 
met mine, it 
over the tips of distant trees. 
the very ground swayed beneath my feet. 
I was almost ashamed of the way I clung 
to Will, thrilling in the strength and glory 


of his kiss. 


I murmured. “That’s the way 
strong arms closed around me 
desired. When his lips 
like thunder breaking 
It seemed 


was 


But when I was alone, I’d sometimes 
have doubts. Will was so different from 
Papa, loud and almost boisterous some- 
times. But I tried to convince myself that 


Papa would have approved of Will, espe- 
cially if he knew the way I felt about him. 
“He’s my guy!” I thought. 

A few afternoons later I met Old Man 
Jeffers. I'd made Will a pie, but he hadn’t 
come for it so I was delivering it. It was 
Mr. Jeffers himself who opened the door 
for me and his rousing greeting made me 
He looked a little like Will, but was 
not as big. His eyes had the redness of 
the chronic drinker. His tobacco-stained 
teeth were bared in a leering smile. He 
rubbed his grizzled cheek with a dirty paw. 
“Hot damn!” he yelped. “If it ain’t Will’s 
old lady! ia 

He grabbed my arm and dragged me into 
the house. I saw a bedraggled bunch of 
men hunched over the kitchen table. They 
glanced up from their cards with varied 
expressions on their faces. Some of them 
I recognized as loafers at the general store. 
Others I'd seen staggering out of the local 
bar, loaded to the gills with cheap wine. 
They didn’t try to hide the fact that they 
were examining me from head to toe. I felt 
as if their eyes had stripped my clothes 
right from my body. The kitchen reeked 
with the odor of stale tobacco, smoke and 
raw liquor fumes. The men resumed their 
poker game, while Mr. Jeffers went to the 
kitchen door and called out: “Hey, Will! 
You got company!” He eased the pie out 
of my hands and smacked his lips hungrily. 
“Will won’t be thinkin’ about food when 
he sees you,” he grinned. “He’s a regular 
chip off the old block when it comes to 
women!” 

I'd have dashed right out of the house 
if Joe hadn’t come in, rubbing the sleep 
from his eyes. “Thanks for bringing the 


gasp. 
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pie. Ola,” he said, stifling a yawn. “I had 
a sick calf to take care of all last night. 
Come on in here,” he invited, leading the 
way to the front of the house. 

“No—lI think I’d better go now,” I said 
nervously. 

Mr. Jeffers came over, walking unstead- 
ily, and put an arm heavily around my 
shoulders. “You’re a right thoughtful lit- 
tle girl,” he mumbled. “You deserve some- 
thin’ for thinkin’ about a poor old man and 
his motherless sons.” 

He leaned over and planted a wet kiss 
on my face, the stubble on his chin scratch- 
ing my cheek. Swallowing a feeling of dis- 
cust, I turned and fled. Outside, the fresh 
air was sweet after the vile odor of the 
house. I heard Will running up behind me, 
but I didn’t stop until he caught up to me 
and grabbed my arm. 

“Why'd you run out?” he demanded. 
“Dad was only trying to show his appre- 
ciation.” 

I turned on him fiercely. “I’m sorry, but 
I'm not used to people acting that way. 
Especially a man who is old enough to 
know better! And those friends of his!” 

“What’s wrong with Dad’s friends?” Will 
demanded, his voice taking on a defensive 
tone. “Just because they enjoy a game of 
cards and a little drink is no reason for 
you to go turning up your nose.” 

I pressed my lips together and said 
nothing. which seemed to make Will even 
angrier. “I guess my family isn’t good 
enough for you,” he said. “We heard all 
along that you and your sister were hincty, 
but I wouldn’t believe it at first. Now I see 
they were right!” 

My heart was like a stone as Will went 
back to his house. I trudged home, boiling 
inside. It was almost morning before my 
heart came alive again, and the pain was 
almost unbearable. “I can’t let him go—I 
just can’t!” I sobbed into my pillow. Some 
of the unhappiness drained out of me with 
the tears and I was able to think more 
calmly. 

After all, Will was the man I loved, not 
his father. No matter what Old Man Jef- 
fers was like, I knew that Will was sweet, 
kind and gentle. Just because the kitchen 
of their house looked and smelled like the 
back room of a cheap saloon, was no reason 
to think things would be the same after Will 
and I were married. In fact, it would be 
better all around if Will moved in with me. 

So the next day I made a peace offering. 
I baked a cake and took it over. Will 
opened the door and stood there staring 
down at me. The hardness in his eyes 
melted to tenderness, and I nearly dropped 
the cake when he swept me into his arms. 
“Ola—darling!” he said happily. 

There was no need to say more. He 
kissed me long and hard. then led me into 
the living room where his father lay 
stretched out on a shabby couch. Sid, 
Will’s younger brother, was there too. It 
was the first time I'd seen him up close 
and I couldn’t help wondering how a hor- 
rid old man like Mr. Jeffers could have 
two such fine looking sons. 


o 
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“Look who’s here—and she’s got a cake,” 
Will announced. his voice full of pride and 
love. He introduced me to Sid, who shook 
hands with me gravely and said how much 
he’d enjoyed the food I’'d been sending 
over. 

“I’m really messed up today,” moaned 
Mr. Jeffers. “Not even that cake looks 
good to me. I got a hangover.” Then he 
ripped out some profanity that made my 
cheeks burn, but Will and Sid didn’t seem 
to notice my embarrassment. 


> 


FTER THAT I was as loving to Will as 

ever, although I couldn’t bring myself 
to enter that house again. I kept well out 
of Mr. Jeffers’ way. Already, I was trying 
to figure out a way to live my life with 
Will without acknowledging Old Man Jef- 
fers as my father-in-law. But Will had 
other ideas on the subject. It never oc- 
curred to me that he would object to mov- 
ing in with me and leaving Sid and his 
father alone. “Our home needs a woman’s 
touch,” he said one day when we were dis- 
cussing our wedding plans. “But wherever 
we live. Dad will have to be with us. That 
bad leg of his, you know.” 

“He seems to get around on it well 
enough to do all the drinking and carous- 
ing he wants.” I observed sarcastically. 

“Oh, Dad’s not half bad,” Will laughed. 
“Ever since mother died, he’s been half- 
crazy with grief. Having a woman around 
again will be good for him.” 

“Then you’ve got to make him promise 
to stop drinking and gambling,” I snapped. 
“And for another thing, we’re not going 
to have a houseful of streetcorner bums 
who—” 

Will’s jaw set in a hard line. “I’m not 
going to make him do anything! He’s had 
a hard life, Ola, and if you just tried, you’d 
learn to love him as I—” 

“Love him? Why his breath is so strong 
from whiskey, I can’t even get close to 
him!” 

“Then maybe we’d better forget about 
it,” Will said grimly. “We’ve got different 
ideas about what’s right and wrong, and I 
don’t think we'll ever get together on it!” 

That was only the start. We both said 
bitter, hurtful things, as we quarreled. 
And what had once been love turned to 
a cold, unreasoning hatred. In the days 
that followed, I couldn’t even catch sight 
of him without wanting to hurt him, to 
make him suffer as I’d suffered. Will had 
taught me to love. but he had also brought 
me heartache and pain. 

Then I discovered that Will’s brother 
Sid and Ruby had somehow met in town 
and had become friends. When Sid finally 
did go back to school. they continued their 
relationship. I warned her against becom- 
ing involved with any member of the Jef- 
fers family. but I soon discovered I was 
wasting my breath. When Ruby came home 
that Christmas vacation, she told me that 
she and Sid were engaged. 

I really hit the ceiling then. I raised 
such a fuss that Ruby broke her engage- 
ment. That summer, | persuaded her to go 


to school, mainly to keep her and Sid apart. 
But now, Sid had left school before the 
fall term had gotten started well. I knew 
that if he and Ruby got together, he’d use 
his charm to sway her... . 

All these things from out of the past 
were crowding through my feverish brain 
as I tried to complete my chores. I didn’t 
have my mind on what I was doing. At 
any rate, I was standing on a box trying 
to reach a coil of rope hanging on a post 
in the barn when all of a sudden I lost my 
balance. I screamed as I felt myself top. 
pling over. Then I hit the ground, falling 
in such a way that my leg was twisted un. 
der me. A sheet of pain enveloped me and 
that’s all I remember. 

When I came to, Ruby was kneeling be. 
side me, her face streaked with dried tears, 
“Don’t try to move,” she said. “I heard 
you scream and ran out to see what was 
wrong. I didn’t know what to do, so—” 
She hesitated. “Well, I phoned Sid. He’s 
on his way over now.” 

A short time later I heard Sid’s jeep 
roar into the yard. He and Doc Winters 
rushed into the barn. It turned out that 
there were no bones broken, but the 
sprained ankle was so painful I had to grit 
my teeth to keep from crying out when the 
doctor wrapped the tight bandage around 
it. “You'll have to stay off that foot for 
a while. Miss Gaines,” he told me. “I'll 
drop in every other day or so to see how 
it’s mending.” 

For a week, Ruby didn’t leave my side. 
She waited on me hand and foot. But the 
next week school began. and she had to 
be away during the day. I suspected that 
she was seeing Sid again. There were all 
sorts of mysterious phone calls and Ruby 
made excuses to go out of the house at 
night. With my banged-up leg, I was help- 
less to do anything about it. 

I decided that the next time Doc Winters 
came to see me. I’d ask his advice. I was 
sure he’d understand how I felt about hay- 
ing Ruby run around with Sid Jeffers. Any 
decent person would. When Doc came 
again, I was able to hobble around with 
the aid of a cane Ruby had bought for me. 
I was waiting on the porch for him. He 
examined my ankle. “Well. young lady. 
I'd say you'll be just as good as new in 
another week.” he announced. 

“Tt takes more than a little fall to put 
me out of action, doctor,” I laughed. “But 
there’s something else on my mind. Its 
Ruby.” 

He shut his little black bag and pulled 
out a cigar. “Now you don’t have to wort 
about a thing as far as she’s concerned. 
he said jovially. “The most natural thing 
in the world.” 

“Yes. but—” 

“I’m telling you not to worry!” he it 
sisted. “I'll guarantee that baby will be 
as healthy as—” 

My heart dropped to the pit of my stom 
ach and for one awful moment I found i! 
hard to breathe. “Baby?” 

“Why, yes.” He looked at me closely: 
“You knew about it, didn’t you?” 
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grin spread over my face. “Of 
course,” I lied. “I was only—lI just wanted 
to make sure everything was going to be 
all right.” 

“Right as rain!” Doc Winters said. “I’ve 
got a little bet on with Sid that itll be a 
girl. He wants a boy—naturally.” 

He talked on, but I didn’t hear a word. 
Ruby was carrying Sid’s baby! I think the 
fact that she’d kept it secret from me hurt 
almost as much as the frightening knowl- 
edge that she was pregnant. Doc finally 
left, and my shock gave way to anger. I'd 
tried to warn Ruby this would happen. But 
she had let Sid have his way with her and 
soon she would pay the shameful penalty. 
Even now, perhaps the neighbors knew 
about it, were laughing secretly and point- 
ing their fingers at us. “What could you 
expect?” they'd say. “Two young women 
living alone like that! It had to happen 
sooner or later.” Gossip was one thing that 
flourished in Spraggs Junction. 

By the time Ruby returned from school 
that day, I’'d worked myself into a terrible 
lather. I lit into her the second she hit the 
door. I can’t remember all the things I 
said to her, but I accused her of every sin 
in the book. I refused to listen to any ex- 
planation. “What excuse is there?” | 
raved. “It’s just like Mama used to say— 
lie down with dogs, and you'll get up with 
fleas!” 

“But, Ola!” 
derstand!” 

“T understand that you're a little hussy— 
a disgrace to the family name.” I shouted. 

Ruby shook her head sadly. “Sid was 
right about you. You consider yourself so 
much above everyone else, you can’t 
see straight. I don’t have to stand here and 
listen to you say those awful things about 
me.” 

“Tll say you don’t!” In my 
grabbed up my cane and waved it menac- 
ingly. “Go on over to the Jeffers. I’m sure 
that bunch of drunkards will be happy to 
see a woman like you!” 

“You’re mean and evil. 
happy.” Ruby screamed, 
as if to slap me. Then she burst into tears 
and dashed out of the house. Like a wild 
woman, I went through her room gathering 
up all her things and cramming them into 
her suitcases. I wanted to remove all traces 
of her. She was no longer my sister. The 


A sickly 


Ruby cried. “You don’t un- 


even 


rage, I 


You'll never be 
raising her hand 


Jeffers had dragged her down to their level 
and I would learn to hate her as much as 
I hated Sid and Old Man Jeffers and Will. 

I set her bags out on the porch, knowing 
that she’d send someone for them and I 
didn’t even want to look at any of the Jef- 
fers tribe. But that night, when I heard 
footsteps outside. I couldn’t resist opening 
the door to see who it was. It was Will! 

When the door opened, he looked up. 
“Sorry to disturb you,” he said. “I came 
for Ruby’s things.” 

“T might have known Sid was too lazy 
to do it himself,” I sneered. “But when 
it comes to messing up an innocent young 
girl, he doesn’t lose a minute, 

He winced as if I'd struck him in the 
face and I felt a perverse happiness out 
of his discomfort. Slowly, he set the bags 
down and came up the steps toward me. 
I backed away as he approached. “I’m not 
going to touch you,” he said evenly. “I 
just want to put you straight on a few 
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things. Sid didn’t come because Ruby 
wouldn’t let him. She’s pretty broken up 


about the way you talked to her. Shut up 
and listen for once in your life!” he or- 
dered as I opened my mouth to speak. 

“T don’t know why, God help me, but I 
was once in love with you,” he continued. 
“You’re so twisted up inside that what I 
had to offer wasn’t good enough for you. 
I know Dad isn’t the best man on earth 
according to regular standards, but he’s 
my family just as much as Ruby used to 
You couldn’t see that.” 

“T was even willing to leave him for 
you.” Will continued, “but after this, I 
don’t care if I never see you again! Not 
after the way you treated your own sister.” 
He turned and went down the steps. I 
watched him pick up the bags, my heart 
torn with doubt and indecision. 

Will turned back to me. a sad smile on 
his lips. “You see. Ola, Sid and Ruby have 
been married since last Christmas.” 

He walked away, ignoring my 
call. 

Maybe I am the old maid that people 
call me, living all alone as I’ve been doing 
for the past three months. But what they 
don’t know is that I’ve been humbled by 
all that has happened to me. I’ve changed, 
and I hope some day to be able to prove 
that to Will. My heart is ready for the 
rejected. THE END 
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(Continued from Page 29) 


a little more enthusiastically than they ¢ 
for those of the rest of the fellows. I thint 
it’s one of the reasons why they do th 
most amazing things. 

But, if you think for one minute that | 
don’t appreciate the enthusiasm of the fan: 

-or if you think for one minute that th 
other Orioles are envious or resentful abou 
it—you’ve got another guess coming 
Among us and between us, we know tha 
every Oriole is just as important as even 
other Oriole and that there aren't am 
prima donnas in the crowd. All we are ow 
to do is to become more and more succes. 
ful and justify the faith and pride of thos 
wonderful fans everywhere who hay 
brought us to the point where we are today 

Another reason for my seemingly over. 
whelming popularity is that the Oriole 
themselves, as a whole, are a highly pop 
ular group. There’s not a fellow in th 
quintet who isn’t well-liked. The reason is 
that we always leave friends behind us, no 
only customers. We look out for our fan: 
and show them what we think of them. | 
remember one New York theatre where we 
worked. After one show, the kids were s 
frantic to see us that they began climbin 
up the fire escapes. trying to get into ow 
dressing rooms. The police came to breal 
that up. They figured we didn’t want to be 
annoyed. We all rushed out on the street 
to tell the officers to please be gentle wit! 
the kids. We got almost all our clothes 
torn off by the youngsters when we cam 
out. That’s gotten to be a fad among our 
fans in New York. There was another tim: 
when we had to escape from our own pati) 
through a back door to keep from gettin: 
mobbed. 


\ E HAD a big function once for abou! 

2000 members of our fan clubs in Nev 
York. We gave away ice cream, cake am 
cokes. We had to go to the party in du 
garees because we knew it would be rea 
foolish to wear good clothes. As it was 
the kids got so excited and wanted to than 
us so violently that we had to sneak ot! 
to save our necks. 

For a while once, it looked like my net 
was in danger—I don’t mean literally. Bi 
all the things that have happened to m 
haven’t been too pleasant. For instante 
there was that incident I mentioned abot 
the girl who tried to commit suicide. Thi 
almost turned out to be a fatal thing f 
me. Even though I had nothing to do wit 
influencing her to leave home and follov 
the Orioles, I got blamed for it. The git!§ 
mother telephoned our manager. Debord 
after she found her daughter was missilt 
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She was very excited. She accused me of 
taking the girl with me and threatened to 
report me to the FBI. I wasn’t too worried 
then because I knew I was innocent of 
that. The girl was really in love with 
glamor, I think. She felt that a guy in 
show business represented glamor. When 
she first showed up in town I tried to per- 
suade her to go back home. But every 
night she came to the place where we were 
appearing. She would tell me she was hun- 
gry. I hate to see anyone hungry. So I'd 
invite her to eat with the boys and me. No 
matter how much I argued with her, she 
insisted she was going to stay. 

Then she really frightened me the night 
she walked into the place, collapsed and 
then tried to drink iodine and cut her 
wrists. We finally managed to persuade 
her to get on the train and go back home. 
I sent our valet along to buy her a ticket 
and take her home. He had so much trou- 
ble with her that afterwards, he told me: 

“I’m going to quit the Orioles if I have 
to put up with this.” 

Sometimes, I believe that girl really 
loved me. Afterwards she said her mother 
had put her up to telling lies on me, so 
that they could sue me and get some 
money. She wrote me and told me she was 
sorry for all the trouble she’d caused and 
offered to get a job and pay me back for 
any money the mess had caused me. 

This incident was talked about all over 
the country. You know how things like 
that get around. I didn’t like that too much 
because that kind of situation is what you 
have to watch when you’re in show busi- 
ness. You hate for parents to get the idea 
that you’re trying to get their children to 
do the wrong thing. As you know, usually 
when an entertainer is charged with doing 
wrong, people will take any one else’s word 
before his. So you have to be awfully care- 
ful. That’s one reason we keep a strict 
policy of not allowing any girls to go on 
the road with us in our cars. 

Sometimes the girls argue with us. When 
Deborah sees the argument getting too 
spirited, she steps in. Being our manager, 
she'd rather take the brunt of any disagree- 
ment and keep us from being involved in 
misunderstandings. Once a girl got into 
Debbie’s car and refused to budge for 
hours. 

“I'm not moving unless Sonny Til gets 
out of his car and rides with me,” she said. 

We finally convinced her it was hopeless. 

Not many of the kids act that stubborn. 
I like them all a lot because they’re re- 
sponsible for making us what we are and, 
with their continued support, we can go 
even further. I always pay a lot of atten- 
tion to them. Often I meet groups of them 
o the street. I take time out and buy 
them ice cream or take them to the movies. 
Often, I get into difficulties doing that. Be- 
cause when they’ve finished their ice cream 
& the movie is over, then I want to go 
Where I want to go but they don’t want 
to “let loose.” 















I tell them: “Look, kids, I've got per- 
sonal business to attend to.” 

“Ts it a woman?” they ask. 

Sometimes I say yes. 

“We don’t care. We’re going with you.” 

And sometimes they do. 

They'll hang around outside of the house 
of the girl I’m visiting and if I come out 
with her, they'll stand around and com- 
ment: “She ain’t so hot.” Or maybe they'll 
agitate each other to start something to 
make the girl I’m with disgusted. 

“T dare you to kiss him,” they’ll tell 
each other. “I dare you to kiss Sonny.” 

Then they'll push one of the girls over 
toward me and crowd around. Sometimes 
my date will get scared and take off. 

“Those kids will never beat me up,” my 
dates tell me. 

There are some girls I date who know 
how to treat the kids. They act as if they’re 
proud the kids are interested in me. Maybe 
they’ll ask the kids: “Do you want Sonny’s 
autograph? I'll get it for you.” 

When they act like that, the kids like 
them. They say: “That’s Sonny’s girl. 
She’s our aunt.” 

But if my date acts hincty, the kids get 
on her and she really suffers. I wish I had 
a twenty-dollar bill for every date I’ve had 
to abandon when the kids dragged me 
away from her. I’d have a nice little nest 
egg. 

Some really comical things have hap- 
pened. We picked up a hitch-hiking sol- 
dier one night. We were coming out of 
Pittsburgh, going to Detroit. After we had 
gone about a few miles, the soldier asked 
who we were. 

“We’re the Orioles,” George told him. 

“Oh yeah!” he growled. “Which one is 
Sonny Till?” 

“T am,” I spoke up. 

“So you're the one,” he growled. “You 
caused me a lot of trouble, man. Don’t you 
know I had to threaten to whip my girl one 
night. She had to sit through three shows 
just to see you. She wanted to get your 
tie, hold your hand. Man, I ought to get 
on you.” 

I guess he finally decided it would be 
ungrateful to try to whip me after we’d 
given him a lift—and unwise too, since 
there were five of us. 

I’ve had other fellows walk up to me and 
accuse me of taking their girls away from 
them. I’ve always been able to convince 
them that wasn’t true. 

There’s one thing I’m glad of though. 
There aren’t many fellows who feel that I’m 
after their girl. I’m happy to say that the 
Orioles enjoy a tremendous popularity 
with male as well as female fans. 

I speak for all the Orioles when I say 
it’s wonderful to be liked. 

Like Josephine Baker, I believe that peo- 
ple like you when you like them. I love 
all the girls and fellows who go for the 
Orioles. I believe that they go for us be- 
cause we let them know that we go for 


THE END 
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Royal Crown Hair Dress- 
ing gives more LUSTER- 
ACTION because it is made 
of finest ingredients includ- 
ing genuine imported Olive 
Oil. Royal Crown keeps 
your hair soft, lustrous and 
lovely. Still 10c and 25c. 


Har y DRES?! 


— ‘AND & co. MEMPHIS, TEN 
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COLLEG STYLE GLASSES THE FASCINATING DUTIES OF A 


PRACTICAL NURSE 


No high school needed to Graduate with 
Diploma. Profession pays up to $300 a month. 
Steady, pleasant work in good times or bad. 
Ages 16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of this 
lowest-fee course. Average lesson only $1.48. 
F ag RE E booklet gives all facts. Send 
name on postcard today! 
The Lincoln School of tnnetient' Nursing | 
ae anon ames ae | Dept. T-8, 7070 N. Clark St., Chicago 26, Ill. | 
T ««« Latest 7 » BY BY lee **C3 “el er 
Scholastic Bob style Collegiate glasses that make a Hit - Rush 16-page FREE booklet ‘Careers in Nursing l 


\6 ry IN 12 WEEKS AT HOME LEARN 
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with everyone who sees them! You’ll look Sharp and 














Distinguished! Genuine Gold plate Ear pieces. Blue, NAME 
Green and Clear lenses, cane shade. Case included 
— | ADDRESS. 
7e 
WORLD- WIDE DIAMOND CO., Dept.S- 965 
2451 South Michigan seep: Chicago 16, iL CITY. LORE eR NRE a repos | 










DOCTOR’S PROVEN EASY WAY 


LIGHTENS SKIN 


Your too-dark roughened outer skin can now be 
transformed to lighter, smoother, more touchable 
skin with Dr. FRED Palmer's SKIN WHITENER. 
Just pat on, watch your skin change, become more 
lovely. New DOUBLE STRENGTH FORMULA 
works TWICE as fast. As long as you use it, speeds 
normal skin processes, clearing up minor externally 
caused pimples, rashes, broken out blemishes that 
mar skin beauty. Antiseptic, kills skin germs on 
contact. Loosens blackheads, counteracts oily shine, 
glorifies complexions. Now... at drug stores. 


Dr. FRED Palmer's 
NEW DOUBLE STRENGTH 
AT ALL DRUG AND 


COSMETIC COUNTERS SKi a Wh e TE > E * 


Dr. FRED PALMER’S Box 264, ATLANTA, GA. 







ALSO TRY 
Dr. FRED Palmer’s 
SKIN DELIGHT SOAP 
& VANISHINGCREAM 


Both only 25¢ 


29 50° 
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Child Care 


(Continued from Page 47) 


to attend a consolidated school. Conse. 
quently, they have little opportunity to see 
their friends except at school. Children 
who live in suburbs are also far away from 
their chosen pals and see them only by ap. 
pointments which are most often made to 
suit the convenience of their parents. The 
still larger number of children who live in 
the big cities frequently are not able to 
visit the boy or girl who lives just across 
the street because of traffic hazards. 
Because of these and other barriers a 
child usually relies upon the classroom and 
playground as the only sources for friends, 
Glad to be away from the competition of 
his brothers and sisters, he finds school 
presents the first opportunity to exercise a 
choice in friends. But this is not always 
easy. 
Within the classroom he finds a kind of 
caste distinction he must accept. He learns 
that there are smart or dumb children, 
slow, medium or speedy readers, “sissies” 
or “tomboys,” non-conformists, aggressive 
or quiet pupils. The child wants a place 
for himself. He wants admiration and ego 
satisfaction. Often his selection of a play- 
mate is made with these factors in mind 
rather than considering how the new friend 
looks, acts or where he comes from. This 
is the way a child discriminates in select- 
ing a friend. 
It seems to me that parents can be far 
more objective in their attitudes toward 
their youngsters’ friends. This means they 
should express less concern with who the 
child is and more with how and under what 
If parents will con- 





conditions they play. 
cede that play is the mirror of a child: 
inner life and approach the matter with 
the attitude that it is a necessary outlet in 
childhood, they can be assured that their 
youngsters will enjoy many happy days in 
companionship with other children. The 
wise parent will watch closely the play ac 
She will counsel without making 
If she is convinced 





tivity. 
personal references. 
that a particular child may have a bad im 
fluence upon her boy or girl, she will a 
range for him to meet another child o. 
better. give him the opportunity to do % 
on his own. This can be done easil 
enough by having him join the many wel: 
supervised children’s groups found in mos 
communities. While the parent can plac 
the child in a situation where he will hav 
the opportunity to meet other children sh 
should not select a particular friend fo 
him. She remembers that the most it 
portant thing is for the child to be able! 





exercise his own choice. 
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IMAGINE! 








Ladies — here’s the best news you ever 
heard! Your chance to get a whole new beauti- 
ful wardrobe of your own... a stunning 
collection of the most colorful new styles 
... WITHOUT PAYING A SINGLE 
PENNY! And — unbelievable though 
it sounds—you can make up to $100 in a month just by wearing 
these glorious dresses—and showing them to your friends! 


HERE’S ALL YOU DO! 
Just wear these lovely Fashion Frocks given to you as a bonus. 
What could be more pleasant? You have your choice of over 
150 striking new styles—designed by one of America’s best 
known dress companies. When friends ask about them, 
simply explain how you can get them the same exquisite 
styles. Your friends, relatives and neighbors will jump at 
the chance to get these dresses, It’s our way of advertis- 
mn | ing the unbeatable values offered by world-famous 
a Aw FASHION FROCKS! 
> NO CANVASSING ...NO EXPERIENCE! 
%. No woman can resist such smart, original styles, such 
NN Y, ‘ 































nagnificent colors and fabrics. And there’s a complete 
range of sizes for every type of figure... Misses, Half-Sizes, 
Juniors and Stouts. Until you actually see the breath-taking 
portfolio of new Fashion Frocks, you simply can’t imagine 
the amazing variety of styles, colors, weaves and patterns. So 
it’s no wonder you'll be making BIG MONEY just by wear- 
ing and showing them to your friends. Best of all, there’s 
no door-to-door canvassing and you need no experience. 


NO OBLIGATION OF ANY KIND! 
Everything is ABSOLUTELY FREE OF COST! The 
coupon brings you the whole wonderful plan, in- 
cluding the line-up of exclusive new styles. 
And don't forget! Everything you get is absolutely 
without obligation of any kind! 


FASHION FROCKS, INC, 


Studio K-2114 Cincinnati 25, Ohio 








. * 
EVERYTHING IS 
GIVEN TO YOU 


















J FASHION FROCKS, INC. 4 
DON'T WAIT! : Studio K-2114,Cincinnati 25, Ohio ; 
OPENINGS I YES, I'd like to be one of the women who get the chance to 
| make up to $100 in a month for wearing and showing Fashion a 
LIMITED! Frocks. Without obligating me in any way, please send every | 
; > ease 
} g I need FREE | 
This NEW plan is so sensa- J AT an i 
tional that openings are lim- i ‘ Sn Simin ee ae ee 
ited. So hurry! Fill out the dite — i 
coupon and send it in before j ae — i 
the quota is filled. There is no aoe es ee 
obligation, not a penny to i = : = i 
pay! Paste coupon on a Post: § Ace___ Dress Size. | 
card—and mail it today! 
a 





Meet one OF” 
= CHESTERFIELDS 


TOP SALESMEN 


= >, » : 


NO. 1 OF A SERIES 


M. M. DELISSER 
BROOKLYN, N. Y. 


Attended Lincoln Univ. 
and Academy of Ad- 
vanced Traffic, N.Y.C. 
Now attending City 
College, N. Y. 

U.S. Army 1942-1945. 


NoOrRTH—EAST—SOUTH AND WEST, ° 
MORE AND MORE SMOKERS ARE 
CHANGING TO CHESTERFIELD 


Because...they’re Much Miver 


and leave no unpleasant 
after-taste*_THAT’S IMPORTANT 


TN. De fest 


% From the Report of a Well-Known Research Organization Copyright 1952, Looe & mess Tosacco Cx 
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